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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

This first chapter is a little short, but | just wanted to test the waters before | decide to continue posting 
this here. This is my first piece of original slash-fiction, so please be kind- constructive criticism is 
appreciated! Character POV changes indicated on the top-left corner. 


~Rafe~ 


Dull, dusty lights glittered down onto the dangerously tatty stage. 


The crowd stood, sat, lolled uninterestedly about the club, seeming unfazed by the high-pitched wail I'd just let 
out before Pete, our guitarist, launched into a loud, un-structured guitar solo which made me cringe with 
embarrassment that we were actually playing this pile of crap in public. Steve plucked lazily at his bass 
strings, not seeming to care that his bottom E string was painfully out of tune. Rob lashed out at the drums, 


dropping a stick and fumbling to pick up another. | groaned internally- | mean, | wasn't expecting to be playing 
with Aerosmith, but still! No fucking wonder we hadn't been signed yet. No wonder we were playing in this 
dump. 


Our set finally ended and | breathed a sigh of relief when some people bothered to clap and cheer half- 
heartedly, probably just glad to see us finally walking off the stage. Thank god it was over- | could have cried. 
Why the hell was | still with this bunch of fucking amateurs!? | was bloody amazing, and | knew it. could do 
better than this. 

"Good show guys... It didn't go too badly this time..." 


| turned to stare at Pete, goggle-eyed in disbelief. | could virtually feel my jaw hitting the floor. Who the fuck 
was he kidding?? 


"Are you joking? That fuckin’ sucked!" | shrieked, my voice raising several decibels and making him start. 

"It wasn't that bad... | think we're getting better.." Steve offered timidly. 

| whipped around to glare at him. 

| can't believe you alll I'm surprised they didn't pay us to get off the stage!" 

Okay... So perhaps | exaggerate a little.. I'm sure we weren't unbearable to listen to, but it was still bloody 
awful. If | had been listening, | would not have been impressed. -Probably would have walked out after the first 
song. 


Rob just rolled his eyes at me. 


"Oh, fuck off Rafe.. It wasn't that bad and you know it. It wasn't perfect, but this whole experience is a learning 


process. Once we've had a certain amount of exposure to live performance we'll." 


| tuned out, ignoring the rest of Rob's prattling speech. | could feel my insides burning. | hated Rob, Rob and his 
‘holier than thou' attitude and shit drumming. Fuck him. | just glared, forcing myself to keep my mouth shut 


and snaked my way towards the bar, and away from my pathetic excuse of a band. 


With a sigh, | reached for my bottle of beer, lifting it up to my lips and tilting my head back to let the cheap, 
weak alcohol slide comfortably down my throat. Setting it back down on the bar-counter, | leant my head 
forward to rest in my hands, letting my waves of jet-black hair fall into my face. 


"-You were amazing..." 


The lilting British accent caught my attention, and | turned to see whom this voice had come from. | found 
myself face to face with a lanky brunette, his green eyes dancing with what could only be described as an 
expression of gleeful admiration. 


"Are you fuckin’ deaf? That sucked, big-time. What kinda fuckin’ joke is this?" | snorted. 


| turned my back to him once more, focusing my attention on my beer and hoping the guy had gone. No such 
luck. He pulled out the stool next to me and continued to talk -Great.. This should be fun.. 


"No, you were amazing. | didn't mean those bloody amateurs you were playing with. -| meant you are amazing..." 


My interest sparked, | turned back to look at him, a smile creeping over my lips. | stuck my hand out to him 


as means of introducing myself. 
"Rafe. Rafe Crewe." | grinned, feeling him take my hand in his and give it a firm shake. 


"Dan Maddox.. This is fate; | never come here. But now, I'm glad | did. -I've found my singer," he grinned 


brightly, an almost dreamy expression lighting up in his expressive green eyes. 
A little taken aback by his forwardness, | pulled my hand back 


"Uh... In case you didn't notice, I'm kinda already in a band." | said lamely, watching as he arched a delicate 


eyebrow in my direction 
"-Can you honestly call that a band?" 


The guy had | point, | guess. So | shrugged, figuring ‘What the hell? No band can be worse than what l'm 
already in." and got up to go tell Pete, Rob and Steve that I'd quit. 


And so I'd met Dan. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
So | discovered that I've had 2I reads for the first chapter and only | review.. Please, please review, even if 


you read it and don't like it- | want constructive criticism; tell me how this can be better, tell me what you 


don't like about it. The character's POV is in the top left-hand corner. 


~Rafe~ 


"RAFEI! Get the fuck out of bed!" 


| groaned, burying my head underneath the pillow as Dan burst into my room, flicking on the lights and pulling 
off my covers, leaving me shivering in my boxers. He yanked the pillow from my head and proceeded to try 


and haul me out of bed. 
"Oh, for fuck's sake Rafe! We're going to be late- Matt is going to kill us! And it's your bloody fault, as usual...” 


| just stared back up at him, shivering as the cold hit my half-naked body sharply. He sighed, reaching over to 
roll me off the side of the bed, laughing as | hit the floor and yelped out in indignant pain. 


"Well, it serves you right for not getting the hell out of bed in time. -And | see you haven't paid for your 


heating; remind me later- I'll do it for you." 


Grumbling, | crawled to my bathroom, splashed some freezing cold water onto my face, yanked on a grey t- 
shirt and climbed into a pair of tight, faded jeans. | emerged from my room 5 minutes later, looking miserable 
and cold as Dan tossed me my worn, black leather jacket, the one I'd had since | was I8, and dragged me out of 


my apartment and into the cold New York winter. 


"His fault," Dan said coolly as we strolled into practice late, nodding his head in my direction He sauntered over 


to a corner to unpack his prized Les Paul whilst Matt stalked towards me to scream. 


| could see Dan watching me as Matt continued to berate me. His green eyes grinned mischievously as he 
slipped the leather guitar-strap over his head and began fiddling with strings to see if they were tuned. He 
looked at me the way he always looked at me, with an unreadable expression that lingered behind his otherwise 
clearly expressive eyes. -I'd never understood what that look meant, what he was really thinking at that 


moment. If | ever asked, or looked questioning, he would just smile or laugh, pat me on the back or say ‘What? 


j nnocently. 


"Matt- lay off it already. Give the guy some slack- we're late enough as it is; let's just practise!” our bassist, 
Jake called over shifting his weight from one side to the other, evidently impatient. 


Matt sighed, casting me one last disapproving glare before seating himself behind his drums. A clear, moody 
bass-line was played before Sam and Dan's guitar-sounds entwined with them, signalling for me to enter with 


my vocals. 


As | began to sing the first verse of our song, my eyes wandered over to Dan, who was playing in a frenzied 
trance, his hands skimming up and down the slender neck of the guitar, his fingers moving over the fret-board 
with the ease and grace of an ice-skater on a frozen lake. | recalled the first time I'd ever heard him play, 
when I'd dubiously ambled into the shoddy back-stage room in the club in downtown New York, after I'd quit 
my first band. He was like a gorgeous, chestnut Joe Perry, with his leggy, narrow figure and shaggy hair that 
had a habit of falling into his eyes and obscuring them from view. He had the smooth, endearing accent of 
Jagger; the mystique of Page- he was just unbelievable. 


| remembered the sound of Dan playing Guns n Roses’ ‘Sweet Child 0 Mine’ as | walked through the door. I'd 
been rooted to the spot almost instantly, momentarily stunned by the ease with which he played his 
instrument, seeming almost at one with it. I'd stood by the open door of the room, just watching Dan as he 
ambled through the song without a flicker of uncertainty, knowing every note, every pause, every riff. | hadn't 
even noticed Jake on the bass, or the random temporary drummer they'd had. Didn't care that the band had a 
stupid name- ‘Tin Man. 


All | knew was that together, Daniel Maddox and | would create a Rock sensation, that we were meant to be. 
Time went by and, being temporary, the drummer left- | can't even remember his name- and we found Matt 
to replace him. Sam joined us on rhythm guitar barely a month later. That was when things started looking up. 
‘Tin Man’ became ‘Jettison. We even got a record deal- we'd had our debut album, but still weren't really 


selling records. Not yet anyway. 


And now, here we were. Second album in the making, a top ten hit in the Rock charts and one more song 


steadily climbing it's way up. 

| quickly shook myself from my thoughts, launching myself into the final verse of the song, closing my eyes as 
| shrieked a high note. When my eyes opened, | saw Dan walking over to share my mic as we sang the last line 
together. He leant towards me, a little grin on his face, and sang the harmony, not taking his gaze from me. 
When the song ended, | swivelled around to look pointedly at Matt. 


"See? Its fine," | said smugly. 


| sauntered over to pick up a glass of water which | proceeded to sip at it as Matt gave an exasperated sigh 


and got up from his stool. 
"Oh, shut up Rafe.. You do realise that we're touring next week, right? ‘Fine’ isn't good enough!" Matt stressed. 


Stupid Matt. Always the bloody perfectionist.. Shut up, Rafe! Its not good enough- Jake's timing was off" But 
Rafe- | don't think you hit the high note.. It isn't perfect! 


Oh, for God's sake man! -Fuck all that, and have some fun! 


Thankfully Dan stepped in before | could say anything else to him- it was a good thing too. He knew | had the 


shortest temper and mood swings like a pendulum. 


"Rafe, it was great- you were completely on. Matt..seriously? You know we're fine- we could record it now and 


it would be perfect," Dan said matter-of-factly. 


Matt glowered a little, sighing and shrugging in defeat, muttering something under his breath about going to 
have a smoke. Sam got up to follow him and glanced over to me, holding up his lighter, suggesting | join them. | 
decided to go, knowing that Matt was always moody at the beginning of rehearsals. He did eventually cheer up 
a little, the moody bastard, and once we'd had our smoke-break we made our way back to the room. Going 
ahead of Matt and Sam, who had decided to stop off to have a quick drink of water, | walked into the rehearsal 


room.. 

-Dan and Jake were locked in a passionate embrace, Dan's hands tangled in Jake's cloud of messy platinum- 
blond hair. They literally leapt apart when | walked in, both bearing the expression of a deer caught in the 
headlights. Have to say, | was rather stunned myself.. 


"You should have knocked!" Dan spluttered, his usually calm tone of voice wavering with what | thought was 


indignation. 
| stumbled to find words of apology, still trying to get to grips with what | had just encountered. 


-Dan and Jake? Well, that was certainly one | wasn't expecting.. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone that has reviewed so far. :) Sorry, but it's another short chapter for you.. Character POV 
indicated on the top left-hand corner. 


~Rafe~ 


It was a while before | realised that l'd been standing, rooted to the spot, gawping like a guppy whilst Dan and 
Jake sat on the floor in the middle of the room, looking nervous. Sam and Matt strolled back into the room, not 
seeming to realise anything was wrong. It was at least another minute before Matt looked up from fiddling with 
his bass-drum. 


"What's happened?" he asked, looking confused. 


He looked over to Dan and Jake, who were still seated in the middle of the floor, then looked over to me. -He 
seemed to catch Sam's eye, and they began to laugh. 


"-Whatl?" | exclaimed, tearing my gaze away from Dan and Jake to look over at Matt and Sam, who were 


laughing, almost hysterically. 
"You caught the two of them making out, didn't you?" Sam chuckled, a knowing grin plastered to his face. 


| was stunned. 


-How the hell could | have missed this!? 
Jake and Dan exchanged a guilty glance, before Dan spoke. 
"Well.. Yes, | suppose you could say that... 


Perplexed, | could hear my voice raising almost to a shriek as | stammered, "But..But.. So you're both gay? How 
long have you two been..fogether!* 


Out of the corner of my eye | could see Matt laughing to himself, but | kept my gaze focused on Dan, who 
kept avoiding making eye contact with me. Okay, | suppose | might have guessed Dan was gay- or at least Bi.. 


But with Jakel? Was it weird that | felt almost..betrayed? 

"Well, yes." Dan said slowly. 

"But linn Bi" Joke cut in, as though trying to help. 

-Dan shot him a glance and he sighed, pulling himself to his feet and grabbing Matt by the shoulder. 

"Come on, man.. Lets get a smoke." Jake shrugged as he pulled out his packet of Marlboro's. 

Matt rolled his eyes, muttering something about staying to watch the drama, but Jake managed to pull him 


outside. Sam slung his guitar strap over his shoulder, carefully placing his guitar into its stand before pulling 


his lighter out of his jacket pocket and darting out of the room after Matt and Jake. 


Once Jake, Matt and Sam had left the room, Dan sighed, running a hand through his tousled chestnut hair. He 
was still sat cross-legged on the floor, and looked up at me with those mournful green eyes of his, patting the 
space next to him on the floor, asking me to sit with him. | hesitated, but upon seeing his eyes grow even 
sadder, | caved and picked my way over to sit by him on the floor of the rehearsal room. We sat there in an 


awkward silence for a moment, before Dan sighed heavily and began to speak. 

"Rafe... -l'm so sorry.. | don't know why | never told you- its just that, well.. l- | just couldn't do it.." 

His voice was soft, sounding almost ashamed. | turned to look at him, letting my eyes travel over his lanky 
form. He seemed to be looking at the floor, twisting his hands about in his lap, his chestnut hair falling in a 


curtain over his face, obscuring his eyes from view. 


"Dan, why didn't you just tell me? -I mean, we've been best friends for two years; you'd think that this is 


something you would have told me.." 


He looked up, flicking his hair out of his face to reveal his bright green eyes, dulled by an unreadable, confused 


expression. The look on his face pained me; he looked so helpless and lost. 

"Honestly Rafe... | just don't know.. -I guess | was scared that it might change things between us... | knew, from 
that day | saw you in that godforsaken club, that we would do great things together; | never wanted to 
endanger that.. And when | actually began to get to know you.." he stopped, sighing a little, "You are my best 
friend, Rafe.. -Forgive me?" he asked, looking up at me with eyes wide with concern and worry. 

How could | resist his puppy eyes? 


| sighed, reaching a hand out to pat him on the shoulder. 


"Yeah.. Why not, huh?" 


His face broke into a broad grin, and shuffled closer to give me a quick hug. He pulled back, still grinning 


stupidly, a look of pure relief evident in his expression 
"Thank you," he murmured, flashing me a lop-sided grin as he hauled himself to his feet. 
He offered me his hand, helping me to my feet. 


"Ah, | can't lose my best friend over something like this, right? -Just..make sure you tell me if you ever get a 
new boyfriend, yeah? Y'know, let me know if there's a position open or anything." | joked. 


To my relief, he laughed. 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone who is following this story so far. :D Remember, | encourage and accept constructive 
criticism- that's about the best present any budding writer can get! Character POV indicated on the top left 


corner. 


~Rafe~ 


| moved away from the mic stand, panting for breath as Dan launched into his guitar solo. | was exhausted, 
the heat from the stage-lights and the crowded venue was almost unbearable, and my head was buzzing, 
either from the adrenaline or from the overwhelming nausea that the heat brought. | was beginning to wish 
that we'd never accepted the offer of a one-night pre-tour gig, but at least it looked like the crowd was 
enjoying it. | stalked backwards towards Matts drum-kit, taking a swig from the bottle of water that was 
propped up by his bass-drum, following it with a quick gulp of Jack, just to keep me going a little longer. 


| could feel my already tight jeans sticking to my legs with sweat, my open black shirt beginning to cling to me. 
| glanced over at Dan, who was only wearing a pair of black leather trousers- he'd been sensible and had 
gotten rid of his t-shirt ages ago. My eyes lingered on him, sweeping a glance over his entire body. -| caught 
myself, shaking myself mentally as | heard Dan's guitar wail in a climax, signalling the near end of the song. 


Throwing myself back into it, | closed my eyes, releasing my voice in a shriek to reckon with Steven Tyler's. | 
grabbed the mic, taking it out of the stand and sauntered around the stage with it, the cord wrapped around 
my hand. | began to feel myself relax back into this- | could do this. | was made for performing. | opened my 
eyes and saw the crowd surging forward as | began to saunter towards the front of the stage, crouching 
down and locking eyes with a pretty girl in the front row, who visibly swooned upon meeting my gaze. | couldn't 
help but grin to myself- this was why I'd wanted to sing, to front a band. To be worshipped for what | did 
best. To hell with the fact that my body was aching and my head throbbing; these people were here for us, 
for our music. | couldn't help but snort back a laugh as | remembered all those times my parents would 
berate me, tell me to be realistic. No wonder | fucking left them. Giving the girl a devilish grin, | straightened 
up to my full height and let out a wail before launching into the chorus. 


| could hear Dan adding the harmonising vocals, and turned around just in time to see him and a shirtless Jake 
lean back against each other, playing up to the cheering crowd. Dan arched back against Jake's sweat-slicked 
body, tossing his head back and exposing his long, lithe neck. -l could see Jake grin, turning to quickly glance 
back at Dan before they both straightened themselves back up, grinning and walking away to opposite ends of 
the stage. 


| could feel my stomach twisting with a strange sort of jealousy which I'd never experienced before. 


As that song ended, we began the next one- the show blurred into a long, loud mess of songs, solos and 


intervals. By the end of it, | was a complete wreck- albeit, ecstatic, but wrecked. 


"That was fuckin’ fantasticll" | shrieked, popping open a bottle of champagne, which our Manager, Mike, had just 


handed to me. 


Everyone around me was beaming, crazily happy. Even Matt was beaming like a Cheshire Cat, which, it has to 
be said, was quite a feat. It did go unbelievably well though, surprisingly. | mean, who'd have thought that our 
first tour would be kicked off with such a blast? | was still stunned in excitement, revelling in everyone else's 
adrenaline. | was completely exhausted... However, still grinning, | turned to find Dan, wanting to share this 
moment of success with him. How far we'd gotten since that moment we'd met in the dingy club two years 


ago, from the grotty back-stage room we rehearsed in.. 


Turning to look for Dan, | was confronted by the sight of Dan and Jake locked in a passionate embrace. | 
stopped, rooted to the spot. The sense of giddy euphoria that | had been revelling in evaporated instantly, 
replaced by an unfamiliar sense of emptiness. | just stood, watching as Dan leaned in closer to Jake, his slender 
fingers grabbing onto stray tufts of the bassist's blond hair and tugging them. -I didn't know how | felt... It was 
difficult to grow accustomed to this- this idea of Dan and Jake being..together.. | managed to look away, just 
as Dan drew back from the kiss that he and Jake shared. | heard his excited voice call my name and turned, 


forcing a smile. 


"That was unbelievable!” Dan grinned, giving me a tight hug and quickly letting go, looking like an excited school- 
boy. 


His distinctive scent still wafted around me; he always smelt of leather and Marlboro Lights, yet there was 


always this underlying tinge of vanilla and | had yet to discover where it came from. 
"Yeah... Can you believe we've finally done it?" | chuckled lightly, looking up into his sparkling green eyes. 
He flashed me a crooked grin 


"Of course. We're fabulous!" he laughed, being whisked away from me by Jake, suddenly lost in a dense crowd 
of people. 


| swear, | was going to collapse if | stayed awake any longer.. But, well, we had to be at this party- it was, 
after all, our after-party... | was slumped in the corner of a cosy booth, my trusty JD in hand, just watching 
the activities. Sam and Matt were laughing in the middle of a swarm of adoring female fans who had, somehow, 
managed to get party passes.. -God knows what they had to do to get those.. Amidst the buzz of people, 
strangers and friends both, | could just make out Dan's clear bell-laugh, and caught sight of his gleam of rich 


chestnut hair. Drawn, | began to get up from my seat to go to him, but as the crowd moved | caught sight of 
that cloud of peroxide blond hair perched closely next to him. Clenching my hands tightly into fists by the side 
of my body, | slumped back down into my seat. 


Gah! What the hell was wrong with mel? | was getting..jealous? -Over some guy? But he wasn't just some guy.. 
This was Dan we were talking about. 


I'd always thought that he was attracted to me..well, perhaps... It was just..his eyes.. That way he always 


looked at me, so mysteriously unreadable.. Well, | was evidently wrong. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone who has been reviewing so far! Please, do give me any constructive criticicm you may 


have. :D Character POV indicated on the top left-hand corner. 


~Rafe~ 


"Well, this is some way to be enjoying your party..." 

| almost jumped in surprise at this smooth, silky voice and turned to see its owner. A gorgeous, auburn-haired 
woman, draped in a simple black dress stood, wine-glass in hand, smiling down at me. | pulled myself to my feet, 
intrigued. | extended my hand to take hers, waiting for her to introduce herself. 

"Anna... Anna Richards," she smiled warmly, "And you're Rafe Crewe." 

| chuckled, "No need for me to introduce myself then?" 

Her smile turned coy. 

"Well, none of us would be here if we didn't know who you are..” 

"So, you're a fan of our music then, | take it?" | could have sworn that she blushed. 


"Well, yes.. You could say that..." 


| smiled at that, motioning for her to sit, and she complied, sliding into the booth where | joined her. | looked at 
her, cocking my head slightly and blowing a stray strand of jet-black hair away from my face. 


"So, Anna... How did you get in here?" | grinned, "I know we've never met; it'd be difficult to forget you, l'm 


sure...” 


She raised an eyebrow, apparently not as easily convinced by my velvety smooth flatteries as other girls 


were. 


| know someone who works here; | like your stuff, so | got given a pass," she shrugged, "Please darling, give 


me some credit- | didn't get here the way they did," she snorted, motioning over to the gaggle of fan-girls still 


clustered around Matt and Sam. 
"Sorry, l- | didn't mean to suggest that." | suddenly stammered in embarrassment. 
She just laughed lightly, placing a hand gently on my shoulder, smiling knowingly. 

"| know." 


Her blue eyes smiled, and she placed her drink down on the table-top. 


As we talked, | could see Dan and Jake in the background, looking blissfully, and irritatingly, happy. Dan's eyes lit 
up whenever he looked at Jake or when their eyes met; he would laugh brightly, and grin, and Jake's eyes 
followed his every movement. Distracted, but | smiled, nodded at what Anna was saying, hoping it wasn't too 
obvious that | wasn't listening. As | gazed past her shoulder, constantly watching Dan, he looked up, and our 
eyes met, connected from across that great crowded room, past all the other people. When he saw me, sitting 
there with Anna, | could have sworn that his smile faded, and he paused, watching me as intently as | had 
watched him. But once our eyes connected, he dropped the gaze, turning his attentions back to Jake and the 
woman our manager was introducing them to. | wanted to go, go and talk to him, but stopped myself, instead 


looking back directly at Anna, 
"Hey... -Wanna go somewhere?" 


When she nodded, | smiled, a false mask of emotion, and slid my sinewy body out of the booth, giving her my 
hand and helping her out of the booth. She grinned up at me from underneath feathery lashes, before she led 
me away by the hand, away from the crowd and into a quiet, dark corner. Numbly, | placed my mouth over 
hers, initiating a long, passionate kiss. | soon found my back pressed up against the cool hard surface of the 
wall as she worked at my zipper, slowly sliding it down and releasing me from the constraints of my leather 
trousers. | watched as her auburn head bobbed down as she knelt before me, pausing to cast a quick glance 
upwards at me before continuing with the task ahead of her. As | felt her smooth, warm lips gliding over the 
length of my shaft, | let my eyes close and a faint, flickering image of Dan came into my mind. Rather than 
being disturbed by this development, | clenched my eyes tighter, willing the image to become more vivid and 


groaned, relishing in the new fantasy that unfurled before me... 


The rest of the night went by in a blur of alcohol and a line of coke, with Anna's auburn hair flashing past in 
my mind. When | awoke the next morning (or was it afternoon?), | found myself in an unfamiliar bed in a 
strange apartment, with Anna's distinctive hair splayed out over her pillow. -l sat up, regretting my decision 
after the room began to spin and my head clenched in a dizzying pain God, how much had | had to drink? 
Forcing myself out of bed, | quietly pulled my clothes back on and let myself out of the apartment. Stumbling 


out onto the street, | pulled out my mobile and called my Manager. After wandering about until | found some 


street-names with which they could allocate me by, | hung up and resigned myself to waiting until the car 
arrived. Barely a minute after I'd hung up the phone, it began ringing again. -It was Dan. 


"Where are you?" he demanded, sounding a little panicked. 


| was so unused to hearing Dan sound so flustered, he who always managed to keep his cool, even in the direst 


of situations. 
"What?" | blurted out stupidly, kicking myself mentally for my ridiculous question. 


‘| called your flat this morning, to see if the heating was working- | know | said I'd do it last week, but | didn't 
have the time so | had to get it paid yesterday- and then no-one picked up the phone. | figured perhaps you 
were still sleeping and couldn't be arsed to pick it up, so | left a while and called again later. -Then when you 
didn't pick up the second time, | went over and now I'm standing outside your apartment, | knocked on the door 
for ages, but you never came to get it so | figured you weren't in and | got worried," he blurted out, almost 
all in one breath. 


Stunned into a very momentary silence, | cleared my throat a little. 


"Oh... Sorry.. Uh- |, well.. I'm not too sure where | am, actually... | left with this girl last night and I've called for 


a car to pick me up- they'll be here soon" 


There was a silent pause on the other end of the line, then Dan finally breathed, "-Oh... Well, I'll hang on here, 
just to make sure you're okay when you get back. See you in bit," and with that, he hung up. 


Still rather puzzled, | glanced at my mobile, wondering whether | ought to call him back, tell him not to bother. 
-| wasn't sure if | wanted to see Dan right now. Sighing, | tucked my phone back into my jacket pocket, deciding 


against it, and sat down on a bench to wait until | saw the black car pull up in front of me. The door was 


opened for me to climb in, and soon | was on my way home. 


When I'd dragged myself up the stairs to my flat, | found Dan sitting on the floor in my doorway, knees tucked 
up, head leant against the wooden door-frame. He actually looked worried, brow furrowed and making him seem 
far older than his mere twenty-three years. When he saw me, he leapt to his feet. 

"Hey loser.. -Are you okay?" he asked, looking at me with concerned eyes that made my heart skip a beat. 
"Yeah- I'm fine," | just shrugged, taking out my keys and opening the door to let us both in 


"-Where are your keys?" | suddenly asked, turning to look back at him. 


He paused, then blushed a little, "-Oh.. Oh, | left them back in Jake's flat..." 


| nodded, peeling off my jacket and dumping it on the counter-top as | rummaged in the fridge for something 
to eat. When | turned around, holding a carton of orange juice, Dan was hanging my jacket up on the coat-peg 
on the wall of the door. 

"Want some?" | asked, holding out the carton of juice. 


He nodded silently, and | passed him a full glass, which he took in both hands, sipping at it awkwardly. | took a 


gulp of my juice, then started rummaging in the cupboard for some aspirin. 

"You okay?" 

| turned to find Dan by my side, looking up at me quizzically. 

"-l've got a bit of a hangover.." | admitted, frowning. 

He smiled a little, placing a hand on my elbow and steering me out of the kitchenette and onto my old, navy 
sofa. Without saying a word, he disappeared back into the kitchen before reappearing with my juice and two 
aspirins. He placed them on the table in front of me. 

"-Want some coffee?" 

| nodded, gulping back my juice and aspirin. When | looked back up, Dan was in the kitchen- | could hear him 
brewing some coffee, and | heard the sound of the frying pan gently clanging against the stove-top. The smell 
of frying began to emanate from the kitchen, and | began to feel a little nauseas. 

"-'ll be in my room," | called, pulling myself to my feet and stumbling into my bed room. 

| kicked off my shoes, then threw myself down onto my bed, burying my face in my pillows. | could still hear 


Dan clattering around in the little kitchen, but the sound was comforting, reminding me that for once, | was not 


alone. 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to the reviewers. :D Sorry it's a short chapter.. Character POV changes indicated on the top left-hand 


corner. 


~Rafe~ 


A little while later, as | was beginning to doze off, | heard the door creak open. Rolling myself over onto my 
back, | saw Dan looking down at me, holding a tray with two plates of pancakes and a mug of steaming coffee. - 
| didn't even know | had a tray. Shuffling up until | was seated cross-legged, | let Dan slide the tray onto my 
lap and he scooted over onto the bed, facing me. He mimicked my stance, crossing his legs, and reached out 
for a plate of food. We ate in silence, the only sound in the room being the light clicking of our forks against 
the ceramic plates. 


"Feeling any better?" he asked lightly, not looking up from his plate. 


He chased a bit of pancake around his plate, swiping up bits of syrup and butter with his knife. He skewered it 
on his fork, then lifted it up to his full lips, delicately popping it into his mouth and chewing quietly. 


"Yeah, lm fine. -Tharks, for all this," | nodded at the tray of food and coffee. 
He shrugged, looking up at me briefly, "S'okay” 

He turned back to look down at his plate, as | continued fo look at him 
Suddenly, before | could stop myself, | blurted out, "Do you love Jake?" 


He paused for a moment before putting his plate aside and resting it on my bedside table. He looked up, his 


green eyes gazing steadily into mine as he cocked his head to one side a little. 


"-I'm not sure.." he said slowly, as though picking his words carefully, "We work well together..but | don't 


know...” 


His eyes surveyed me, as though weighing up what my response would be and as he did, he began to 
gracefully nip at his bottom lip, thoughtful. -Everything he did was so delicate, so precise... 


"Are you going to say anything?" 


| was jerked out of my thoughts upon hearing his voice, and looked up to meet his gaze once more. | shook my 
head slowly, not knowing what to do, or what to say. My head was still throbbing dizzyingly, and | felt too 
warm- | wanted to strip down and lie back in my pillows, though not wanting to whilst Dan was still here. It 
would be awkward. | wasn't sure why | thought that; perhaps my perception of him had changed a little since 
finding about this whole thing with Jake.. | wouldn't want to think so though- Dan was my best friend, he 


always would be. 


"Darling, you sure you're alright?" he questioned, stretching out a cool, smooth hand to place on the side of 


my face. 


‘Darling’? Since when did he ever call me thaf? I'd heard ‘loser’, ‘jerk’, ‘fucker’..since when did we move on to 
‘darling’? | shook my head, pushing the tray away from me. Dan deftly pulled it off my lap and placed it on my 
bedside table. 


"-Are you going to be sick?" 


At the sound of his voice | nodded and scrambled to get out of bed, getting my legs tangled in the bed-sheets 
with Dan by my side the whole time. | rushed into the bathroom and knelt over the toilet, feeling Dan's slender 
fingers holding back my hair as | retched into the toilet-bowl. He stood patiently as | coughed, stroking my back 
in gentle circles with one hand as the other held my waves of black hair away from my face. When | finally 
finished, he let me stand up and flush the toilet, then he steered me over to the sink, helping me to splash my 
face with cool water. | found myself being led back to the bedroom, where before | could protest, Dan started 
to peel off my shirt, lowering himself to his knees until he was facing me. He paused for a moment, glancing up 
at me as if for permission before he started undoing the button of my jeans and sliding down the zipper. -l 
tensed, looking down at him cautiously. He let my jeans slide down my legs to pool around my ankles, before 
finally glancing up at me expectantly. | stepped out of them, standing there in my black boxers. Rising to his 
feet again, he led me to the bed and tucked me under the covers. He then peeled off his own clothes and slid 
in next to me. | was too tired to protest, and rolled so that my back faced him. We lay there in silence, until 


Dan shuffled closer to me, and slowly, placed a kiss on the side of my neck, shuffling away almost instantly. 


When | woke up the next morning, | glanced over at the figure next to me, silently admiring the tumbling waves 
of rich, chestnut hair that lay upon the cool, white pillow-case. | let my eyes sweep down over the bare curve 
of his shoulder, noting the lightly defined muscles on his upper arms from playing guitar. He had his back to 
me, but as | lay there, | could clearly see his bright green eyes smiling back at me in my mind, before | 
pushed the image back, back into the darker recesses of my mind. | lay there for a little while longer, just 
thinking and listening to the gentle rhythm of his breathing. Trying not to wake him, | climbed out from under 
the covers, padding quietly into the bathroom. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone who reviews. Character POV indicated in the top left-hand corner. 


~Dan~ 


| smiled to myself, opening my eyes. | knew he'd been watching me; | could feel his eyes on me. I'd woken up in 
the middle of the night, and had done exactly the same. Thank god he didn't wake up, though Rafe has never 
been one for having sharp senses. | mean, we'd been best friends for two years and the man didn’t realise | 


was gay, for god's sakel -We even lived with each other at one point, albeit, only briefly. 


I'd woken up and just watched him as he slept, drinking in the sight of his dark lashes curved gently against his 
skin, his dark, dark hair cascading onto the pillow. -lt looked as though it would be soft, lush, like silk. | 
remembered reaching a hand out to touch it, but faltering, scared of waking him and having to face the 
consequences. Rafe had always had a sharp temper, and was never too happy at being woken up when he didn't 
want to be. He never had been a morning person. | heard the sound of the shower being switched on, and | 


closed my eyes, allowing myself the indulgence of imagining the scene in the bathroom. 


Rafe, head thrown back as the warm water of the shower cascaded over him, his raven-black hair slicked back. 
You would just be able to make out his form through the misty atmosphere in the bathroom, through the thin 
shower curtain Water droplets, running over his smooth, firm body. Trailing down his neck, over his shoulders, 


trickling down his hairless chest, down his wonderfully toned stomach..down..down.. 


| groaned, feeling my hardness straining against the cotton of my boxers. Fuck. Why did | always do this to 
myself? | cast a guilty glance at the bathroom door. -He'd only been in there a minute or two.. Surely that 
would be long enough to...well, take care of things.. Chewing my lip nervously, | let a hand wander down towards 
my erection, slowly wrapping my fingers around the shaft, into a firm grip. | stroked upwards, once, and | 


stifled a moan. God, | needed this... 


Trying to keep my senses sharp, listening for signs that Rafe had finished his shower, | continued to pump my 
cock in my hand, not bothering about teasing, or slow pleasure. -l just wanted it fast, now. As | continued to 
jerk myself off, images of Rafe danced behind my closed eyelids, as clear as if he were there in front of me. | 
could feel the slow, steady orgasm building up inside of me as | began to pick up the pace of my movements, 


pumping faster, harder, desperately. Oh god, Rafe.. Almost there... 


My lips parted to let out a moan, but | realised that the shower had stopped, and | could hear Rafe pattering 
about the bathroom, the door-handle beginning to turn... With a muffled curse, | pulled my hand out of my 
boxers, feeling the elastic snap sharply against my waist and sat up, yanking a pillow onto my lap to hide the 


obvious tent in my trunks. When Rafe emerged from the bathroom, still damp from his shower, towel wrapped 
around his waist, | almost leapt into the bathroom, locking the door firmly behind me and jumping into the 


shower. 


| eventually emerged, squinting against the brightness in the living-room, and Rafe shoved a plate of eggs at 


me. 
"Guess its my turn now, huh?" he grinned, handing me a fork and a shaker of salt. 


| smiled, taking the fork from him and began to eat what turned out to be possibly the worst scrambled eggs 
ever to be made in the entire history of mankind. God, Rafe really couldn't cook to his save his life. I's a 
wonder he survived living on his own; why did he even bother? | grimaced, trying to swallow the sloppy eqgs 
out of politeness. Rafe didn't seem to have a problem with them, and was chucking the eggs back like they 
were something concocted by a Cordon Bleu chef. -| couldn't take it any longer. Setting my fork down and 
pushing the plate away, | laughed, shaking my head a litle. 


"Oh, god.. Rafe, | swear, those are the worst eggs I've ever tasted. -You cannot cook to save your life!" 

He looked at me, a confused expression on his face. 

"What? They're fine!" he spluttered in protest, taking the plate of eggs from me to inspect them. 

| shook my head, trying not to crack up at Rafe or gag at the lingering taste of the uncooked eggs in my 
mouth. The look on his face was just priceless- | wasn't sure if I'd ever seen him look so baffled before, as he 
continued to prod at the sloppy white-and-yellow mess he'd heaped on my plate, attempting to spear at a bit 
to sample it for himself. Lifting the fork upwards, he chewed at the blob of scrambled-egg, his brow 
furrowing as he tried to figure out what it was that offended my taste-buds so. Swallowing and looking 
content, he turned to me with a pointed look. 


"They're fine!" 


"No, Rafe.. They are not ‘fine'- they're bloody appalling!" | laughed, "I swear, even Jake makes better eggs and 
that really says something..." 


Rafe looked insulted, "They are fine! You're just fussy.." he concluded with a pout. 


"Since when have | been fussy? Honestly, you could offer those to the starved and they'd still turn ‘em down," 
| chuckled. 


Rafe glowered at me, crossing his arms in front of his chest defensively. 


| smiled, slinging my arm over his shoulders, "Come on, love- I'l buy you breakfast,” | insisted, steering him out 


through the door. 


Chapter Eight 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you to everyone that has reviewed so far. Sorry- this is a bit of a random filler chapter.. Character 


POV indicated on the top left-hand corner. 


~Dan~ 


Rafe looked up from his plate, realising that | was gazing at him intently. 


"What?" he asked, looking at me with a curious expression before delicately sliding a fork of bacon into his 


mouth. 
| just shrugged a little, lowering my gaze back down to look at my waffles and mumbling, "Nothing." 


We were in some diner | knew- it was quiet, and there were hardly any people about. We sat there in silence 


for a couple of minutes more before | finally asked, "So..who's this girl, hmm?" 


Rafe glanced up at me quickly from underneath his dark eyelashes. "She was just some girl | met at the party 
last night. She's called Anna- pretty fuckin’ hot.." he paused, glancing up at me, "Well, | think so anyway...” 


| nodded, "| see.. But you're not..? | mean, you're not with anyone right now, then?" 


He shook his head hurriedly, "Oh, no, no! | think I'll probably just stay out of that area of life for a bit.. Let 
myself have some fun," he said, looking up at me as he spoke, his eyes betraying his feelings of uncertainty, 
and the evident fear in his eyes. 


"Rafe, what is it?" | asked, fixing my gaze on his face. 


"Yesterday..last night.. Well, you..kissed me?" he said; | couldn't tell if that was a question or a statement on his 
part. Poor guy- he looked so confused.. 


"-| didn't kiss you, Rafe.. Well, | didn't kiss you... I've always cared about you, mate; you're my best friend, 


right?" | grinned, neatly avoiding his question.statement..whatever it was. 


Rafe nodded his head, almost obediently, "Yeah... Yeah, | guess... -But..why didn't you ever tell me?" he asked 


carefu lly. 


| shrugged my shoulders, scooping in another mouthful of food and chewing intently. | swallowed, and shrugged 


again, "| didn't know how to, | guess. -Wasn't sure how you'd react." 
We dropped the topic, falling into a comfortable silence. Rafe had always been one of those people | could just 


do nothing with, with whom | could sit and waste away endless hours without a bat of awkwardness about us. 


-That was a soul-mate, someone you could just pass time with. 


As we left the diner, my phone rang. Cutting us short in our conversation, | grinned at Rafe and dug my phone 
out of my inside jacket-pocket. ‘Jake the phone read and | couldn't help but smile as | answered the phone, 
"Hey you...” 

| heard him chuckle on the other end of the line, "So, where are you? -You never came home... 

| glanced down at my shoes guiltily, picking up on the subtle tinge of worry and hurt in his voice. 

"Sorry. | went to Rafe's to see if his heater was sorted; he wasn't too good when he came back so | stayed 
with him. l'm so sorry, love- | should have called, | know..." | sighed, running a hand through my already tousled 


chestnut hair. 


"Hmm," he murmured, "-Well.. |l- never mind. Just don't forget- we've got that thing with Matt and his new 
girl..uh... well, you know the one. And make sure Rafe isn't late- I'll meet you both there, | guess.’ 


| nodded, though Jake couldn't see me. "I haven't forgotten, and yes, I'll drag Rafe there.. And babe," | started 


lowering my voice a little, "I'll make it up to you later.” 


He chuckled lowly, "Oh, that you will.. -l'Il make sure of it. I'll see you later," and with that, he hung up the 
phone. 


Tucking my phone back into my pocket, | turned back to Rafe. 
"That was Jake," | said. 
"Yeah, | figured as much.. -He alright?" Rafe asked, kicking absent-mindedly at a pebble. 


"Yep, he's fine. Just wanted to remind us about that thing at Matt's place, with his new girl... -Can you 


remember her name?" | asked. 


Rafe paused in thought, "-Geez, I'm drawing blanks here... What the hell is it? She's the boring one, isn't she?" 
Rafe laughed. 


| grinned back, "I do believe so.. God, tonight is gonna be a real blast..." 


-| wanted to fling myself out of the window. This girl had reached all new levels; Matt always had some new 
chick but this one, oh, this one exceeded all expectations. Let's just say that Matt goes for the typical 
groupies- blonde, buxom and blank Mindy, as she was apparently called (or perhaps it was Mandy?) was falsely 
blonde, very buxom and as blank as a fresh sheet of paper. | winced as | watched her twittering to the girl 
Sam had brought along- she seemed like a fairly nice girl, and you could tell from the look on her face that 
she was no more impressed by Mindy than | was. | couldn't help but chuckle to myself as she forced a smile 
in response to something Mindy said, not making any efforts to hide the boredom she clearly felt. | glanced 
over to where Sam and Jake were hunched over a low table; Sam was cutting lines of coke as Jake observed, 
patiently awaiting his share. | gazed at Jake, letting my eyes wander over the smooth lines of his curved back 
as he bent down to snort up his lines. As he sat back up again, he tossed his head back, his cloud of peroxide- 
blond hair being tossed backwards, momentarily exposing his long, swan-like neck. | felt a stirring within me as | 
watched his movements, eventually having to tear my gaze away from him. As | looked away, | caught sight of 
Rafe, slumped in a corner on his own, broodingly nursing a bottle of Jack Daniels to himself. -I grinned, 
watching how his hand gripped the neck of the bottle, lifting it to his lips in a sure, steady movement, not yet 
tarred by the effects of the alcohol yet. 


| rose from my seat, picking my way over to him, where | let myself fall into the space next to him. | reached 
a hand out expectantly, and he placed the bottle in my grip. | gave him a quick wink of thanks before chucking 
back a swig, wiping my lips upon the back of my hand and handing the bottle back to Rafe. 

"How fuckin’ dull is this, eh?" | asked, nudging him playfully with my elbow. 

He nodded in agreement, taking another long swig from the Jack Daniels, our new best friend. 


"Yeah, tell me about it," he sighed, rolling his eyes as he passed the bottle over to me for my turn. 


| took a quick swig, passing it back to him as | pulled out a packet of Marlboro Lights, pulling out a single 


cigarette. 


"Fuck," | muttered, my voice slightly muffled by the cigarette | had just placed between my lips, "H's my last 


one. 


| sighed, lighting it with my Zippo, taking a drag and passing it to Rafe, who accepted it. We sat there side-by- 
side, passing the cigarette and bottle of Jack between us until both ran out. 


Hauling myself to my feet, | looked over at Rafe, "-Wanna get some fags with me?" 
His lips curled into a cynical grin, "-Some fags, huh?" 


| could see his eyes dancing with silent laughter, so | laughed, "Oh, y'know what | mean.." | chuckled, rolling my 


eyes. 


"Whatever, dude... But yeah- l'll get some cigs with you," he smiled. -| could have sworn that was the only 


genuine smile I'd seen from him in a while. 


Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone that's sticking with this. | apologise for the short chapters- this was all written a while 
ago and | admit | can't be arsed to lengthen these chapters right now... Character POV indicated in the top 


left-hand corner. 


~Dan~ 


We left Matts flat, taking the spare key out from under the door-mat. We went to the little drugstore round 
the corner, buying two packets of cigarettes and another bottle of Jack. As we began walking back to Matt's, 
Rafe sighed, leaning his head back slightly. The light evening breeze played through his hair, blowing the long 


tresses out behind him as we walked. 

"-| love it outside at night," he mused, closing his eyes for a moment. 

He looked so beautiful, his eyelids closed, pressing his thick, dark lashes against his lucent, pale skin, his raven- 
black hair fluttering lightly in the breeze. -He opened his eyes again almost instantly, tucking a hand into his 
jean-pocket whilst the other held the bottle of Jack by the neck, his cigarettes stuffed into his back-pocket. 
"Well, d'you not want to go straight back to Matt's then? We could go for a walk," | suggested. 

He nodded silently, and we continued to walk, going straight past Matt's apartment block, wandering down the 


street in the hope that we'd find something. 


We eventually came to a run-down looking park, which looked as though it hadn't been used in years. There 
was a little slide, and a set of rather sad-looking swings and a rusty see-saw, which Rafe and | sat on, one of 
us on each end. Rafe set the bottle of JD on the ground, down by the side of the seesaw and sat, quietly 


puffing on his cigarette. We were silent for a while, each of us smoking and silently lost in our own thoughts. 


| eventually broke the silence, breathing out long, thin wisps of smoke, "So, this girl.. Are you going to see her 


again?" 
| tried to veil my curiosity and jealousy, and if Rafe picked up on it, he didn't mention it. 
He shrugged nonchalantly, "I dunno. May be. -Won't do any harm, right?" 


| nodded silently, "Yeah... Yeah, ‘course not...” 


We drifted back into a momentary silence before Rafe spoke. "So, how long have you and Jake, uh, been 
together?" he asked awkwardly, gazing down at the ground as he moved his cigarette between his lips. 


"About a year now," | replied simply, studying his face for an indication of how he felt. 


"Shit, man.. That's a hell of a while.." he murmured, "Fuck, | can't believe | never realised.. -It's pretty serious 


then?" 

| shrugged, truly not knowing, "I don't know..l mean, yeah..| guess." | stumbled over my words. 

"-But you don't love him?" Rafe asked once more. 

"| don't know. It's difficult- complicated stuff, really." | answered evasively. 

-How could | give him a straight answer, if | didn't know? Jake was..Jake was good for me. We worked well 
together and he loved me; that was for sure. But then, there was Rafe- no one would ever have the 


chemistry that we did. 


"Hey," Rafe said, interrupting my thoughts, "May be we should head back; they might be wondering where we 


are. 

| knew that they wouldn't be, but | didn't protest, instead carefully getting to my feet and following Rafe. 
When we got back to Matt's apartment, | left Rafe for a moment, to go and seat myself by Jake's side. His 
head was leant back against the sofa, his eyes unfocused and bleary. The table was marked by smeared 
remnants of cocaine and the abandoned mirror. 


"Hey you," | murmured, moving closer to Jake and placing a lingering kiss on the side of his neck. 


| needed to feel his strong, comforting arms around me, his warm body spooning mine as we drifted into sleep. 


-But from the looks of things, that wouldn't be happening tonight. 
Jake clumsily placed a kiss on my cheek before muttering, "Where've you been? Missed you." 


| paused, my eyes instinctively flickering over to look at Rafe, who had resumed his position in a corner with 


his Jack. 
"Went out to get some cigs with Rafe," | shrugged, shuffling to lean against his shoulder. 


Jake wobbled a little unsteadily before holding his position and slinging an arm around my shoulders awkwardly. 


"You're always with Rafe," he said simply, gazing distractedly at a space on the opposite wall. 
"He's my best friend, Jake- of course | spend a lot of time with him," | replied. 


Jake shook his head, "No- you're always with him. Even when we're together, you're not really there..you're 
with him. Why aren't you ever with me?" he asked mournfully, turning to look at me with sad, hazy eyes. 


| didn't know what to say, so, shrugging it off, | answered, "God, you're high.. C'mon, babe; let's go home," and 
attempted to haul Jake to his feet. 


"Do we have to?" he frowned, swaying slightly as his eyes darted around the room, seeming to follow an 


invisible something. 


"We ought to get you into bed or you'll really suffer the consequences tomorrow," | murmured quietly as | led 
him to the door, nodding a quick ‘goodbye’ at Matt, whose neck was being attacked by Mandy...or Mindy- 
whatever her name was. He nodded back in acknowledgement before turning his attention to the girl who was 
attached to his throat. -l had to force myself not to look back at Rafe as | led a swaying Jake down to my 
car, knowing that he was there, just sitting and turning his thoughts over in the corner of that crowded, 


chaotic room. 


Chapter Ten 


Author's Notes: 

| apologise profusely for this chapter- | admit wholly that it is a complete filler (and thus extremely pointless) 
but | had to fill in the gap for what | had in mind for the next chapter.. Anyway, thank you for the reviews- | 
adore you alll Character POV indicated in the top left-hand corner. 


~Rafe~ 


| watched as Dan leant himself against Jake, who was clearly off his face. He was so attentive, helping Jake to 
his feet, supporting the lanky, swaying figure as he led him towards the door, presumably to take him home. 
Dan always had an air of cool contempt about him, but underneath it all, he was a total softie, the most caring 
and gentle person you could ever have the honour of knowing. I'd never be able to forget the way his eyes 
danced the first time | met him in that god-forsaken club, what felt like so many years ago, or the feel of his 
hand gently stroking my back as | retched into the toilet-bowl the previous night, before he carefully tucked 
me into my bed.. | let my eyes linger on the space in the doorway that Dan had once occupied before shaking 
myself of my thoughts and swigging back more JD. Eurgh, this was ridiculous. Dan shouldn't have been 
occupying my thoughts this much. 


When | woke up the next morning to throbbing lights and that familiar and unbearable ache in my head, | 
slapped at my answering machine, which was flashing a light at me, signalling that | had a message. As | 
rummaged in my drawer in search of an aspirin (where the hell had Dan found them the other day?) | heard 


his silken voice begin to speak. 


"Hey love- just thought I'd call and check that you're not completely wasted..though since you haven't picked 
up, | assume you must be. Thought I'd remind you that we have a meeting with our Manager at Ipm- and | 
know just how much you're looking forward to seeing Mike and The Hoe this morning, so get a move on 


darling!" 


| staggered to my feet, glancing at the clock and cursing loudly when | managed to decipher the blur of 
numbers. 12:45. Just fucking brilliant: 


| stumbled into the room half an hour late, to be greeted by Mike's oily face and Alison, his ever-present 
personal whore clinging to his arm. | muttered an apology under my breath and received nods of greeting from 
the rest of the band, who all looked as bad as | felt. Well, all except Dan, who looked bright as ever. In fact, he 


was looking damn good..| knew he'd always looked good in green. 


"Thank you for finally joining us, Mr Crewe," Mike sneered sarcastically, "-Not that the rest of you were on 
time, but to hell with that. | figured | should give you all a briefing on your gig tonight- yes, you still have to 


perform tonight. | don't care how freaking hung-over you all are; you shoulda thought about that before you 
went off and had your little party at Matt's last night, shouldn't you? Eh, anyway- we need you in for sound- 
check by 1:30; don't be late! After the show tonight, you all need to rest up, so we want you all out as quickly 
as possible- don't hang around too long; do some courtesy signings, shake a couple of hands and then get out 
of there, alright? We're giving you a day to rest- and yes, | do mean that you have to rest ‘cause we're off 


to the next state after that. But for fucks sake, don't be late to sound-check, alright?" 
We all nodded silently; everything | looked at was still blurry and | wasn't sure if | could stay awake any longer. 
"Ah, suffering the after-effects are we?" 


| turned to see Dan grinning almost boyishly at me, his chestnut locks damp. From the faint hint of what smelt 
like fruit- | couldn't help but chuckle at that- | presumed he must have had a shower. 


"What is it?" he asked, noticing my light chuckle. 
"You, uh, you smell like fruit," | said gruffly. 


‘Oh, its just my shampoo," he grinned, picking up a glass of water and sauntering back to where his guitar had 
been carefully placed in its stand. Picking it up lovingly, he slung the soft leather strap over his head and began 
tuning it before he began practising the opening riff to one of our songs, his fingers flying expertly over the 
strings... 


The moment was interrupted by Mike flying in and shouting, "Come on you lazy fuckers! Let's get this thing 
started!" 


With a sigh, | set my water down and went over to the mic stand, glancing over at Dan as our eyes connected. 
Closing my eyes momentarily, | let out a wail as Dan and | launched into the song that we had somehow agreed 
on in that fleeting look, and as | sang, | could just see the dollar signs lighting up in Mike's eyes. Rolling my eyes 
at Dan, who had apparently seen the same thing as | had since he grinned back at me and stuck out his tongue 
cheekily, | continued to sing, letting myself disappear into the song. 


Chapter Eleven 


Author's Notes: 

Okay, so | was contemplating waiting a little longer until | posted this, but | just couldn't help myself! I'm 
dedicating this chapter to Midnight Fantasy for being an awesome friend and for putting up with my moaning 
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hand correr. 


~Rafe~ 


Gripping the microphone tightly between my two hands, | panted for breath as the crowd roared with delight, 
revelling in the pure, unadulterated glory of our music. | picked up a packet of cigarettes that someone had 
just thrown on stage. Marlboro Lights. Ah, our fans knew us well..Lights on-stage, Red off-stage. | gave an 
approving nod and pointed at the girl that had thrown them, who gave an excited shriek. The guys had already 
launched into a short instrumental number so that | could have my break 


| delicately pulled out a cigarette, dropping the packet next to my glass of JD and bottle of water. | lit up, eyes 
surveying the crowd before me as | puffed on my cigarette. | smirked as | watched the crowd becoming 
edgier, anticipating when | was going to join in again and start singing. Finally, | dropped my cigarette stub on the 
floor, stubbing it out with the heel of my boot and ambled slowly back to the mic. As | grabbed it and pulled it 
towards me, | noticed Dan gazing at me with a look of adoration plastered across his face. Surprised, | gave 
him a frown and gripped the mic in both hands before stepping forward and screaming the first word of the 
song we'd started. | was conscious throughout of Dan's eyes watching me intently, and in my mind | could see 


the expression they bore. 


When we reached the solo, | lit up another cigarette, taking a drag as | sauntered towards Dan and slung my 
arm holding the cigarette over his shoulder as he pummelled out his solo. | delicately placed the cigarette 
between his lips as he played, gyrating his hips against his guitar sensually. As his last note reverberated in 
the air, he shot me a grateful glance as | threw myself at the mic once more for the final verse. 


There was something different about that gig- it had been a storming success as usual, the sound was 
perfect, everyone was on.. | couldn't quite place it, and my mind came playing flashbacks of Dan's eyes 
watching me warmly, a somehow comforting image. Every time | thought of him | could feel the adrenaline 


racing through my veins as my heart battered itself in my chest. 


It couldn't be right to feel this way about my band-mate, my guitarist. Dan. | knew | admired him for his raw 
talent, his skill and musicianship, his ability to create the most wonderful riffs that matched my lyrics 
perfectly.. -| wondered if you could have a Soul mate like this. 


But no- it was Dan, Daniel. There was nothing that | could feel for him that wasn't merely friendship- it would 


be wrong. 


My head was reeling as an effect of the alcohol I'd consumed, leaning comfortably against Dan as we revelled 
in our glory, the crowds of people congratulating us on the successful show, blurring into one mass. -| didn't 
know where Jake was, surprised that he wasn't plastered to Dan's side as usual, surprised but glad. | was 
enjoying this far too much- it was just like old times. Me and Dan. Just the two of us, taking on the world like 
we agreed to do those many years ago. Sure, Jake had been there too, but he wasn't so much part of the 
equation that made us the unstoppable force that we were. It was just me and Dan. Together, we were great. 
We would be the best. Famous. 

| glanced over at Dan, whose cheeks were flushed with alcohol and endorphins, eyes glittering in a maniacal 


state of happiness. 


That show was the best we'd ever played- the crowd was huge and loud, the sound was perfect, and we were 


on top form. It couldn't get any better than this 

'Hey- let's get out of here," Dan whispered into my ear. 

| turned to look at him, "-What about Jake? And the guys?" 
"Im sure they can hold up the fort without us" 


| paused, considering what Dan had said. He was right- of course they could cope without us. However, | wasn't 
sure if that was what | had meant. 


"Sure- lets go." 


A while later we both stumbled into Dan's apartment, armed with bottles of Jack Daniels and vodka. Dan shut 
the door behind us, dropping the keys into a neat pile on a side table. As he made his way into the kitchen to 
put some of the bottles down, | realised | hadn't been here since Dan first moved out of our apartment. It was 
so different from my place, which seemed lived in and rough around the edges. Dan was hardly a neat-freak, 
but his flat was tidy, organised, everything seemed to be in a definite place, arranged there purposefully. -In a 
moment of perception, | realise that it was much like Dan was himself. He always knew what he wanted, was 


never unsure- a total opposite to me. 
"What is it?" Dan asked as he came out of the kitchen, holding two open bottles. 
"-Oh, nothing.,just realised | haven't been here in a while." 


Dan didn't say anything, handing me a bottle of JD before curling up into a leather armchair and swigging from 


his bottle of vodka We eventually began talking to each other, something we hadn't really done for a long, long 


time. | always felt comfortable around Dan- he had a way of soothing me. He was the embodiment of calm. 
"-Can you believe we've made it this far? | always thought you'd get sick of me after a couple of months and 
run off to find a more manageable singer," | laughed, continuing to take swigs from my second bottle of Jack 


Dariels. 


"-You know | wouldn't do that; you know I'll always love you Rafe," Dan replied, taking a last gulp from his vodka 


and setting the now empty bottle on the table. 

| hesitated, "What..what d'you mean?" 

Dan froze noticeably, seeming to realise what he had said. 
"l- uh... t doesn't mean anything." 


My head began to swirl- | wasn't sure whether it was due to the alcohol or whether things were finally 


piecing together in my mind. Did | want him to say it, for it to mean something? 
"So why did you say it?" | pressed, knowing that by now I'd gone too far to stop and turn back. 


"-Dammit Rafe!" Dan exclaimed, "You know what it bloody means, you know why | said it! -l didn't mean to..but 


don't bloody mess with me!" 
| started; I'd never seen Dan like this, he'd changed so suddenly. Stunned, | didn't say anything. 


"-You've always known that I've been attracted to you; | know you've caught me looking at you. Jake and |." he 


trailed, tearing his eyes away from me. 

Tentatively, | shuffled along the couch to touch his arm, prompting him. 
"You and Jake...?" | prompted. 

He looked up, his green eyes blazing with desire. 


"Screw Jake and |," he whispered breathily before launching forward and fastening his lips over mine. 


Chapter Twelve 
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Ill - Jealousy 


"It was fun as long as it lasted," he adds. 
I'm stunned. | still can't believe it. 
"But why, Till?" 


He shrugs. He reclines better in his plane seat and closes his eyes. He wants to take a nap; the conversation is 


over, as far as he's concerned. 
But | can't put up with this kind of crap. 
"Why, Till?" | repeat. 


He sighs. His fingers tap nervously on the seat's arm. | can tell he only wants the plane to land so he can have 


a cig. Not a very good moment to have conversations like this one. 

"Well?" 

"Paul," he starts without opening his eyes. "If you don't want me to lie to you, don't insist" 
"| want the truth." 

"No, you don't," he replies, still with eyes closed. 

"Don't tell me what | want!" 

"Paul, I'm tired." 

"| don't give a shit!" 


His fingers clench on the seats arm. 


"You're starting to piss me off," he hisses, turning his face away. 


"And you're pissing me off too, with this ‘We're through, but | won't tell you why’ attitude! You sound like a 
damn bitch!" 


| sense all his body becoming rigid as he opened his eyes and turned his face to look at me. 
But he doesn't intimidate me. 


"Well." His raspy deep voice sounds very calm. "The truth is that you really annoy the shit out of me. You 


bore me, and you cling on me like a leech. Its suffocating’ 
Huh? 

| stare back at him, speechless. Unable to understand 

"Im sorry, but this is the truth that you were so eager to hear," he concludes. 

He keeps looking at me for few more seconds, and then he reclines back on his seat, closing his eyes 
| swallow this lump in my throat before starting to talk 

"Well, | know l'm not the pretty boy Richard is.. You decided you prefer him." 

| stop because | can't speak anymore; l'm about to start shouting and hitting him. 


‘I've been with Richard longer than with you, Paul," he answers not looking at me. "What you and me had was 


only a few nights thing, I'm sorry." 


He might be bigger and stronger, but right now I'd smash his face so hard that no plastic surgery would make 
it like it was before | finish with him. 


Instead, | stand and go back to my seat. 
No, he won't win this one. Neither him, neither Richard! 


What gives him the right to treat anyone like that? Fuck with me and then tell me l'm annoying him? I'm not 
his fuck toy! 


What did | want from him after all, though? Its not that I'm in love with him or something. 


Actually, | haven't even been thinking about the possibility of getting laid by him until | found about him and 
Richard. And if he could be available for Richard, he could be available for me too, right? 


And | got what I've wished for. | was pretty surprised, To be honest, when he just agreed and went along with 
it. And, if he wanted it to be only a fling, | guess | can accept it, but not to be told this kind of stuff. He was 


only allowed to fuck me, no one is allowed to insult me this way, though. 


XE% 

He's drunk. Richard, that is. And he is in my room. His pretty long neat face is relaxed; he still looks like a 
million bucks, even without his eyeliner and other make-up. 

We don't get to talk too often, like buddies, but from time to time we manage to get together and have a chat. 
Now he's drunk and smoking his cigs, one after another. Something seems to have been bothering him for so 
long. I'm trying to make him talk, but | can't get much from him. l'm thinking it might be his relationship with 
Till, but something in me insists that my assumption is wrong. Something went bad long ago, even before me 
finding out about him and Till, before me having those few fucks with Till; and | wish | knew what that is that 
went wrong long ago. 

As drunker as he gets, the more closed in he becomes, yet, his features express a deepening sadness. 
"Richard," | whisper. "I know that you're involved with one of us, from the band." 

For a second he becomes alert, his eyes widen, then squint at me. 

"With whom?" He grumbles, threatening. 

"Till?" 

He inclines his head a bit then he sighs, like in relief. 

"Yup," he says and reaches for his drink to take another sip. 

His face relaxes. 

"Do you have problems with him?" | start my game. 

He shakes his head. 


"Not really.” 


"What is it, then?" 


"Nothing. Guess l'm just tired, all this touring and stuff" 

"You know," | start "I was thinking.” 

"Uhuh," he emits, while drinking again. 

"Don't know, maybe it's just my stupid mind and.." 

He puts the glass back on the table and lights another cig. 

"What is it about?" 

| straighten my back a bit, positioning myself better on the couch. 
"Was wondering about Till” 

"What about him?" 

"Well, you know how it was before.. The whole situation, before the Wall fell.” 
| sense that I've caught his attention a bit. But not enough. 


"Well, you remember... Back then, to gain a social status, to be able to practice some certain jobs you had to 


be a certain someone and do some certain things.." | start adding some hesitation in my tone. 


Richard crosses his legs, and drags another smoke from his cig. He doesn't even look at me; as he's sat like 


that, and keeping his eyelids lowered he seems more sunk into his own world than paying attention to me. 


| mean, if you wanted to be a journalist or a writer and to be allowed to publish. Or to be allowed to be among 


the top athletes..." 

"What are you implying?" Richard asks absently. 

"Well, you know very well how people were forced to join the Party and to...” 

He cocks his head, his glance becoming this sharp icy knife piercing through me. 
". and to be informers for the STASI," | end my sentence in a whisper. 

Maybe | went too far, too quick. This could turn against me really bad. 


His jaws clench; | swear | can hear him gritting his teeth. 


"Or to be able to run a private business without anyone asking you how and what," | dare to continue my 


thought 

"| don't know what you are trying to do Paul," he says abruptly on a glacial tone. "But | sure don't like i!" 
| lower my gaze. 

We're both quiet for few seconds. 

"I'm sorry, | was just." | start again on a gentle and regretful tone. 


But his hastened move, the way he jumped on his feet, his shaking rough gesture of stubbing his cig in the 


ashtray with an abrupt and rushed movement made me look back at him, worried. 


"| don't want to even start guessing what are you on about, Paul," he says, on the same glacial guttural tone, 
now he seems wide-awake. "I don't think that Till nor his parents were snitching to the STASI. And | don't want 
to know why are you telling this exactly to me, when you know what I've been through!" He adds and he 


storms out from the room. 


Not knowing doesn't help you at all, | muse. Actually | don't know any of that for real, if its true or not, but | 
was wondering about it. Not that I'd care. The past is the past; the present is the present. 


And, in this present, I've started something | never thought I'd do in my life. | thought I'd be unable to do this 
kind of thing. | thought I'd never be put in such a situation. But, since that idea about Till's past was haunting 


me for quite a while, | thought | should put it in use. True or not, it seems right now the best dagger to stab 
him with. 


Richard didn't even ask me how | knew about him and Till, though. And his relieved sigh, like he was afraid l'd 


knew something even deeper and darker about him.. 

Now he probably hates me. But at least I've planted the seeds of that devil in his mind. 

| might be a small man, but no one is allowed to trample me under feet like Till did. And Till will get to find that 
out soon 

#4 

"Leave me alone, Paull" 


Richard attempts to fight with me as I'm dragging him along the hallways, to his room. 


| couldn't leave him there, at that party. He's way too drunk. He spoke on his phone for a bit then remained 
there, with his forehead propped against a wall. Someone might have seen him like that, standing there, like 


ready to fall asleep near that wall, because he's more than wasted. 

"You're a viper, you know!" 

He chuckles as l'm opening the door to his room and we're entering. 

He's too drunk and stoned for me to get upset by his words. 

"You're putting bad things into people's minds," he laughs sitting on the edge of his bed. 


His shirt hangs out of his pants, wrinkled and not properly buttoned. His hair, as his face, looks like a mess, 


yet, with his disoriented and lost allure he's more than enticing. 


"I hope you're feeling comfortable with yourself," he adds while he's feeling his pockets with his hands, 


searching for his cigs. 
Wow, he's worried about my conscience! How touching! Give me a bucket before | start puking on the floor! 
"What did | do to you?" | ask, amused, standing in front of him. 


He sighs loudly. He can't find his pack of cigs. He shrugs, like giving up. Then he looks up, his blue eyes studying 


my face. 


"It's like you're trying to split Till and me," he says bursting into laughter. "I'm drunk," he adds inclining his head. 
"And | can't find my cigs." 


"Did you talk with him?" 
"Uhuh" he says, staring at his feet. "The next day after our little chat" 
I'm dying to know what Till had to say, but | feel unable to ask. 


Richard lifts his head suddenly propping his glance over my face. He's grinning. His hands reach out for my hips 


and he pulls me closer. 

"He was upset, obviously.” 

Richard starts and his fingers begin to unbuckle my pants. 

| put my hand over his, to make him stop. But he doesn't and he pulls my zipper down 


"And?" | ask trying to gain time. 


Inside my chest | feel my heart quickening its pace. So it worked! Hold me, don't let me loose to do my winner's 


dance! 
"And..." 
Richard sighs. 


He stretches out his index and caresses with its tip along my cock; he wears this lewd and wicked grin, his 


sight focused upon my awakening member. 
"What are you doing?" I'm asking, a bit alarmed. 
| can't do my dance now, this whole thing just started. l'm just at the beginning of it. 


Richard seems to ignore my question. He brings his face dangerously close to my erect cock. He stretches his 


neck a bit, and in this moving brushes the pulsating flesh on my dick with the skin on his cheek. 


"He said that if | really suspect him of this kind of shit, | should go check the STASI files, since now they are 


public," he continues and twists his head so his lips move against the skin on my cock. 
He cups his palms over my ass, squeezing it a bit. 

| grab his hair, pushing a bit his face away from me. 

He looks up at me with innocent, inquisitive, and rather surprised blue eyes. 


"What's wrong? You don't want to?" He asks, very serious this time. "Don't try to bullshit me, | know very well 


what you're into." 


Of course | want him, I've wanted it for long ago, but it wasn't for him to know. The idea of a couple lays with 


him seemed appealing to me, always. 
"| asked him to tell me, not to send me to search some fucking files." 
| look at him in silence. 


"I know you want it," he says. "But you wouldn't dare to ask me. You think I'd get mad and maybe beat the shit 
out of you.” 


He pulls his hands off from mine. 


"Probably thats what I'd do, but now l'm wasted," he says throwing a fleeting glance over the room. "Look, my 
cigs!" 


He jumps on his feet, but loses balance and falls back on the bed 
| turn around and, holding my pants with one hand, | walk to the table and fetch his cigs. 


| give him the pack and | sit near him on the bed. He lights a cigarette and drags the first smoke pursing his 
lips, his muscles move on his jaws revealing more the exquisite shape of the bone. | lick my tingling lips, thirsty 


to place a kiss on that very jaw and continue down over his neck. 


"He said that whatever he'd tell me, | still wouldn't believe him. That I'll always doubt him and all this sort of 
shit. Contemptible bastard!" 


Richard turns his face toward me. He stares at me, motionless. 

| stretch my arm toward his hand holding that smoking cig; with a gentle move, | take the cig from his fingers 
and put it on the ashtray on the nightstand. Then, | cup the same hand over his face, to feel the shape of his 
jaw and his neck and | start to kiss and nibble over his lips. 


He moans in my mouth, folding his arms around my body, and pulling me in the bed near him. He breathes 
heavily as he grips firmly my neck to bring my face even closer to him, to kiss me even more fervently. He 
puts his leg over my thighs and | feel him thrusting gently over my crotch as he nibbles and chews on my 
lips. 


For few seconds | hear only the sounds of our kiss and of fabric rubbing and moving. 
Richard places his palms on the sides of my face, pushing my head a bit to detach from the kiss. 


"You're a dangerous little man," he laughs as he lays his head on the side, on the mattress. "You like to fuck 


with people's minds." 
He winks and laughs again. 


"I'd like to fuck your brain out, what do you say?" He adds, lifting his arm and playing his finger tips along my 


jaw and neck. 
What can | say? 


l'm lost. Lost in his smile, lost in that deep blue sparkling ocean of his intoxicated gaze. He simpers and cups his 
palm over my hip. Then he sneaks his fingers under my t-shirt, his touch along my spine making me moan and 
arch my back, pushing my chest toward him. He plants his lips over my neck, kissing and sucking on the flesh, 

as his hand lifts my t-shirt and me, with shaking clumsy fingers, unbutton his shirt. | finally reach the skin on 
his chest and this weird frenzy erupts inside me, making me lose any contact with reality as I'm assaulting his 
nipples, kissing and licking them. | sense him laughing as he's fighting with my t-shirt to pull it off me, since | 

don't want to detach my mouth from his pectorals. l'm pulling his zipper down, and his hand helps me take off 


his pants. With eager tongue I'm caressing his now stiffened cock, not minding his movements as he's taking off 


his shoes and gets rid of any other clothes. 


| hear again his quiet pleased laughter, and feel him pulling down my pants, as I'm rising with my kisses back 
over his refined abdomen and chest. His fingers linger between my bare thighs, brushing my balls and with his 
other hand he lifts my chin so he can kiss my mouth again. His foot pushes down my pants along my legs, and 
the touch and rubbing of the hairs on his shin against my bare skin make me lose my mind even more. He 
goes down, with the kisses and licking on my body, pausing more over my cock and my legs as he's getting me 
rid of my shoes and pants too. Then he rises back at my level, and he curls his fingers over my member, 


stroking it gently. 


"The lube is there," he whispers pointing to the nightstand and, as | turn to search for the tube, he ribbles on 


my ear and on the back of my neck 

| fumble through the drawers for the damn lube, as | feel his mouth planting kisses along my spine. 
He cups his palms over my chest, caressing it, as he's biting the flesh between my shoulder blades. 
‘Got it!" | hiss shaking, but when | try to turn back to him, his hand placed on my shoulder stops me. 


He takes it from my hand, pours some of the oily content in his palm, lifts my leg and, with gentle movements 
he spreads the lube over my ass, sneaking from time to time a finger inside me, making all my muscles twitch 


and jump in me. 
| try to reach my hand backward, to touch his head and face, but he puts it back on my front. 
"Play with your cock," he pours into my ear, then | feel him getting even closer behind me. 


He enters me slowly, he clings onto my torso as he's starting to thrust and biting and nibbling on my shoulder. 
His strong arms keep me there as he pounds harsher and faster into me; | fold my palm around my cock and 
start stroking. | arch my back, leaning all onto him, | make attempts to turn my head and grab his lips between 
mines for a kiss, but his rhythm is insanely quick, and | just surrender to all this, enjoying the squeeze of his 
strong arms, his full erected cock like ripping pieces out off my ass, his teeth, clenching on the back of my 
neck, like tearing stripes off my flesh. But it all has an end too, as | feel flooded inside by his semen, burning 
my fibres. And it ends again too, when | feel my own seed oozing between my fingers and | spread myself over 


my chest and the sheets. 


Then we hold still, he buries his face in the sweaty back of my neck, his irregular breathing flaming my skin 


His thick arms are embracing me comfortably and soothing. 


| struggle with my body, forcing myself to stand and then to walk in the bathroom to have a shower. When | 
get back in the room, | find Richard lying in bed, already asleep. 


| throw a fleeting look over the bed and the nightstand. In the ashtray his cig turned into this long grey stick 


of ashes. 


| know | should dress and leave, but | choose to lie in bed near him. | put my head on his chest; | recline 


better, my shoulders over his stretched out arm, | cover myself with his lifeless forearm and snuggle against 


his body. 
| close my eyes, trying to recover. I'm drained, yet | can't fall asleep. The lights are out, except from this lamp 
on the nightstand, pouring dim yellow light, making Richard's chest glow like covered in bronze. The darkness of 


the room seems to compress the spot of light into a ball, a warm golden circle surrounding our naked bodies. 


| look at his face - his closed relaxed eyelids are smudged with black eyeliner. A small amount of stubble 
covers his jaws; l'm tempted to caress them, but | fear to wake him. 


Minutes crawl in silence; he seems to be deeply asleep; all | can hear is his rhythmic breathing. 


I'm thinking again that | should leave, but | seem unable to get myself to do it. I'm enjoying being here, near 
him, under his arm, in this quiet room, free to watch him sleeping, to feed my eyes on his beauty. 


Maybe I'll never have this chance again 

| close my eyes again, sensing how tired | actually am. 

Then, my ears pick that sound. | open my eyes, alarmed. 
Someone is entering the room. 

A big bulky frame, a huge shadow is walking slowly to our bed. 
"What the fuck are you doing here, Paul?" 

This growl comes from the shadow's direction. 

Its Till 

Why the fuck did he have to come in right now? 

Richard's arm moves under my shoulders. He opens his eyes too. 
"Hello, Till" Richard greets him. 


Till stands still, quiet. 


Richard rises a bit, and rests his back on the pillows. 

"That's why you called me?" Till growls. 

Maybe | should get out. Right now would be perfect. But my limbs don't obey my brain's command. 
"To show me this?" Till continues. 

"Bingo!" Richard replies, calmly, as his hand is searching for the pack of cigs. 


"Guess insulting me yesterday with those questions about my past wasn't enough for you," states Till, on a 
plain tone. 


Richard doesn't answer; instead he lights himself a cig. I'm trying to get my body as closer as possible to his, 
like asking for protection against the big infuriated man that caught us. Richard moves slightly, though, putting 
a few centimetres between our naked skins, denying me that protection 

"Whatever, Richard," sighs Till. "It was fun while it lasted. | don't even want to know why you did all this.” 

The huge shadow turns around and starts walking to leave the room. 

"It wasn't that," says Richard, bringing his knees closer to his chest. 

Till turns back, to look at him. 


Richard expires the smoke in Till's direction 


"| don't care what you did in the past," starts Richard. "What has been has been, all | want is to put behind me 
the shit that happened back then" 


"What's your fucking problem then?" Till growls. "Or was it your idea, Paul, you jealous little shit?" 


"No, Till, it was my idea. | surely didn't like to find out that you were screwing around with him," explains 


Richard, pointing me with a movement of his head. 
| look at him, startled. 

"How the fuck did you..?" 

Till and me ask in the same time. 


"It doesn't matter." 


Richard's glacial tone makes me freeze. 


"Now, get the fuck out, both of you, | need to sleep. I'm tired to be played around. First, that shit head, now 


the two of you.." And he ends his sentence in an angry mumble. 


He keeps smoking, looking through the darkness above his head up at the ceiling, meaning that the conversation 


is over, waiting for us leave. 

| glance at Till, the white of his eyes sparkling in the shadows, beyond the border of the yellow circle of light. 
"What shit head?" 

Tilts raspy whisper. 


"None of your business. Now, fuck off!" Richard replies sharply, embracing his crouched legs with one arm as 
he props on his knee the elbow of the hand holding his cig. 


| rise in bed, and start searching for my pants. I'm still not sure if Till will leave me alone or break my bones 


once we're out of here, but | can't stand this anymore. 


eR 


Through the half opened door of the dressing room | can see them. They are sitting on the chairs, facing each 
other. Tilts back is bent, his thick arms embracing Flake's scraggy waist, as he has his face buried in the 
skinny man's thighs. Flake's hands caress his back, slowly, as he's whispering something in Till's ear. 


| was sent to fetch them; the concert is about to start. Yet, seeing them like that | just froze. 
First | thought.. But, no, Till is just sitting like that, while Flake seems to try his best to comfort him. 


| make another step to the opened door, but something makes me stop again My own reflection in the mirror 


in the dressing room catches my gaze. 


So, he's through with me, Richard rejected him, now he turned toward Flake. | sneer at the man in the mirror, 


he's wearing that Tyrolese funny hat and he's grinning back at me. 


| didn't use to be like that, only the thought of hurting someone on purpose was making me sick | always 
thought that revenge is for fools, my thoughts tell the man in the mirror. But, in the same time, I've never 
been humiliated like this by someone that claims to be my friend. Telling me that he can't stand me. | bore 


him, | address to the reflection in the silverish lake of the mirror. I'm like a leech... clinging onto him. 


Well, that means more fun for me, breaking him and Flake will be my pleasure. Because I'm not done with him, 


yet! 

Then will be Richard's turn. How the fuck did he find out about me and Till though? 

Anyway, they'll both see how dangerous this little man can be. 

| might be shorter than all of them, but | do have my pride, and | can't stand to be trampled under foot like 
that! Even if right now I'm eavesdropping, and can't unglue my sight from that silly looking man looking back at 
me from the shiny surface of the mirror. He's hilarious, but then I've never minded making others laugh or at 


least put a smile on their faces. 


To be continued... 


Chapter Thirteen 
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Heaven Can Wait 


People are so predictable, thought Eddie as he crouched on a wall overlooking the alley behind the nightclub. 
He'd watched the police scurry like ants across the scene, trying to figure out who or what could have 
destroyed the bouncer so thoroughly. Well, they'd find nothing; he had no fingerprints, no DNA.. they might find 
some fibres, but he'd had these jeans for twenty years, and the shirt the same so what they'd make of it 


was anybody's guess. 


The owner of the club had been out the back arguing with the police, too. He was concerned as to when he 
could reopen, and even Eddie had to smile at the grim delight in the copper's eye when he told him that no, he 
couldn't be sure.. and this is a crime scene sir, would you mind fucking off out of it? Unless you've got a 


reason to screw up our evidence, of course. In which case we might need to have a little chat. 


The manager had indeed fucked off out of it at that point, pasty face grey with fright. The policeman shook 
his head, and Eddie shrank back into the shadows as he looked up; it was the same one had spoken to Eleanor, 
the night she'd been attacked. A kindly man, he hated the frustration of not being able to catch whoever was 
doing this to the women on his patch. He wasn't stupid, and had a pretty good idea that the crimes were linked, 
the rapes and the murder - too much of a coincidence, otherwise. A decent man, and thus of no further 


interest to Eddie. 


He dropped from the top of the wall and went about his business, following what was left of his nose toward 
the first of five appointments he had that day; the bouncer's memory had been better than he thought. Eddie 
had managed to discover the whereabouts of all six men involved; he supposed he could track down whoever 
had sold the drug but - nah. Seven souls in a couple of days wasn't a bad haul. And it would teach the idiots 


here a rather sharp lesson in who you do and do not fuck with. 


Because, of course, he'd left a message for the police, and indeed any passers by that happened to glance into 
the alley. A little caricature of himself, a catchy little slogan beneath, all done in the bouncer's unworthy blood. 
With a little demon-magic added so that, as the police would discover later that day, it wasn't going to wash 
off the wall for a long, long time. 


The words? 


Eddie Lives. 
~ Kew 


Ah, now here was a stroke of luck. Two of the guys lived together, did they? Marvellous. Time for a little 
furtive breaking and entering-- 


Eddie kicked the back door in with a certain unholy glee, crashing over the splintered remnants and grabbing 

the first person he saw by the throat. The woman squeaked, eyes bulging, and when Eddie winked at her and 
put a long, withered finger to his lips in a ‘sshhh' motion she passed out with a little moan. He let her drop, 

sniffing with a certain amount of disgust; no spine to that one, anyway. 


He stomped up the stairs, humming a little tune under his breath. When he reached the top he felt something 
hit him in the side of the head; turning with a grin, he saw one of the men he was after, wielding a baseball 


bat. 


"That's not very friendly, is it?" he asked, voice almost kind as he stepped in toward the young man, plucking 
the bat from his nerveless fingers and twirling it gaily. The youth tried to speak, failed; Eddie laughed, and 
punched him in the face hard enough to knock him cold. Seizing his victim by the hair he continued on his way, 
merrily kicking his way through the next bedroom door, bat slung over one shoulder and unconscious victim 


trailing from his other hand. 

Looking around the wreckage, Eddie laughed at his next target. He'd been trying to barricade the door, and now 
lay semi conscious beneath a litter of splinters and torn clothing, bits of door and broken planks; subtle Eddie 
was not. Dropping the bat, he hauled the man out from the debris, throwing both men on to the bed where 
they rolled in confusion for a moment. Eddie stood, arms folded, watching them try to figure out just what the 


fuck was going on, his eyes ablaze. 


"The fuck?" snapped the second guy in the end, checking his friend's state of consciousness. Low, but coming 


round. 
"You," said Eddie, "are Paul, and he is Steven. Right?" 
"Who wants to know?" 


One stride in, seize by the front of his t shirt, hard slap to the face, drop on the bed and back to his place 


once more, arms folded, rocking a little on the balls of his feet. 
"Me. I'm right, aren't |?" 
"Yeah," muttered Steve, rubbing a hand across bleary eyes as he came round. "I feel sick" 


"Puke on him, not me," snapped Eddie. "Now. Night before last. You shared a girl." 


Both men tried to deny it. Eddie picked up the baseball bat, spun it idly in his fingers, then sank it into the wall 
between their heads with one blow. Jerking it free - and showering them both with plaster - he swung it back 


up onto his shoulder, and grinned. 


"| know what you did, boys. | just want to hear you say it. You might get forgiven, after all, if you're really, 


really sorry.” 


Paul looked up, an evil little light gleaming in his eyes. Weasel that he was, he'd spotted Eddie's offer as a way 
out, and planned to take it. 


"Yeah," he said, schooling his face into a mask of sorrow, "we fucked her. It was John's idea, though. We 


just.went along for the ride. And we're really, really sorry, ain't we, Steve?" 

Eddie looked across at the other man, who could barely fit the words together. 

"Yeah," he gurgled. 

"So, you gonna forgive us, then?" 

"No," said Eddie, and crushed Steve's skull with the baseball bat. 

Screaming, Paul flung himself backwards, off the bed, and crawled into the far corner; wedged between the bed 
and the wall he stared at the gore covering his hands and shirtfront and whimpered. Eddie stepped up onto the 
bed, over the corpse, and squatted down in front of the terrified man. Resting the bat across his knees, he 
bared his teeth. 

"Now, he just fucked her, so he died quick. You tell me what | want to know and you die quick, too." 


"You said.. you said.. | could be forgiven." 


"| lied. God might forgive you. I'm not God - and I'm not big on forgiveness. You had to pick one of mine didn't 
you? You twat." 


Paul buried his head in his hands, shoulders shaking, and Eddie let him weep for a while. Getting bored, he 
prodded the youngster with the handle of the bat, jabbing him with increasing force until he yelped and looked 


up, eyes red. 


"Now," growled Eddie, voice low and menacing, "the rest of them used their dicks. You used your dick - and 


then you used something else, didn't you?" 


Paul stared at him, tears creeping down his cheeks. He was going to die. 


He nodded. 
"What did you use? Tell Eddie and, by the way, I'll know if you lie, right?" 


Paul muttered something, and Eddie shuffled forward a little, cupping one long fingered hand behind one ragged 


ear. "| can't hear you." 

"Broom ‘andle," he muttered, sinking his face into his hands again. 

"Ah. And what else?" 

Another mutter, and Eddie picked up the bat in feigned amazement. "This? Gosh. That must have hurt." 

Paul nodded, a tiny movement of his head. Eddie eyed him. He hated cowards. 

"Why?" 

He had to hit the young man several times to get an answer, and when he got one it made him bare all his 
teeth in a grin so evil that Paul was sitting in a puddle of his own piss, trembling and about to lose control of 
his bowels, too. 

"Because," he repeated Paul's words to him, tapping each one out on his palm with the business end of the bat, 
"it. Was. A. Laugh. Righto, got it. Great reason. Can't fault it. Now," and he held the bat by the centre, balancing 


it on a finger. "You used this end, right?" 


He pointed to the handle, and the terrified youth nodded, sobbed again. Eddie grinned, spun the bat round until 
the thick end was pointing up. 


"Not your lucky day then, sunshine. Because |," he said, tapping the blood drenched end with a talon sharp 


fingernail, "am going to use this end." 

we 

Humming a little tune to himself, Eddie left the house the same way he'd come in, stepping over the woman 
who'd fainted dead away on his arrival. She was just beginning to stir as he left the house, on her knees by 
the time he got to the gate, and he was still within earshot of the house when she began to scream. He 
grinned and never broke stride, hands stuffed in his pockets and grinning up at the wide blue sky. 

There were days it was just good to be alive. 


He burst into a roar of laughter, and continued on his merry way. 


~ Ke 


Steve stared in utter bewilderment at the brace of plain clothes policemen standing in his hallway. 
Murders? 
What murders? 


"I find it hard to believe, Mr Harris," said the first one, a tall, blonde young man who liked to loom, a habit 
Harry already found irritating, "that you haven't seen the latest press reports." 


Steve ground his teeth, and invited them in. Seated in the living room, the blonde continued his attack while the 
second - a dark eyed young woman with a face like a weasel - watched him with unnerving intensity. The 
revelation that he'd been in the studio for the last week and therefore hadn't seen any news reports at all 


seemed to cut no ice with either one. 
"Have you any idea why these men might have been targeted, Mr Harris?" 


And oh, the way he accentuated the Mister made Harry want to thump him. But thumping coppers was never 
a good idea - especially when it appeared you might be considered a suspect for a series of particularly 
unpleasant murders. Not that murder wasn't always unpleasant but - well, the coppers had brought pictures. 
Lots of pictures. And seemed to be taking an evil delight in getting him to look at them. 


There was the bouncer, who'd been first. Nasty. Then the two men in the quiet suburban close, the words 
‘Eddie Lives' scrawled in blood above the two bodies arranged in an - it had to be admitted - almost artistic 
fashion. Sick and twisted, mind you, but still. Harry had never realised that a baseball bat could be used to kill 
with such.. creativity. It had been wielded in such a fashion as to almost mould the two bodies, push them 


Together to achieve an intimacy they could never have accomplished in life. Spectacularly messy, though. 


‘Oh, this isn't any old blunt trauma, Mr Harris," said the blonde whose name, he said, was Peter, "this is the 
work of a master. Somebody with a lot of experience of rough and tumble - for instance, perhaps somebody 


who may have been on, or in, a road crew. For a band. Like yours, perhaps." 


Harry shot him a dirty look, ground his teeth again, and took the next series of pictures in a hand which, he 
was quite proud to note, didn't shake in the slightest. 


The man bent and broken, forced to take his own dick in his mouth, the bulging eyes showing the terror in 
which he'd died and his spine laid open for all to see. The one sliced to pieces by - of all things - a CD 
collection, blood and filth sprayed up the walls of the expensive apartment, cream carpet forever ruined and 
leather sofa torn up as though by a pack of wild dogs. The fifth and final one was very nasty indeed, and even 
Harry - toughened by years on the road - couldn't help but flinch and look away. He'd certainly never realised 
that human eyeballs were that size, for instance, or that they'd look so peculiar nestled in the empty scrotum, 
or even that testicles would look so lost when abandoned in the emptied head of the maimed young man 


Nobody knew where the brain had gone, but they'd found a couple of shreds of flesh that seemed to bear the 


impression of teeth. Forensics were, he was assured, working on it. 
He swallowed hard and looked away. 


"So wot's all this got to do with me?" he asked, and knew it was a stupid question as soon as he'd asked it. He 


scowled when the weasel-faced woman leaned forward, lips parting slightly as she anticipated his answer. 


Because there, for all the world to see at every crime scene above the ripped and torn bodies, were those 


damning two words. 

Eddie Lives. 

"Eddie is your.. mascot, | believe?" 

Harry glared, jaw muscles working. The tone couldn't be more patronising if it tried, which was, Harry was 
sure, what Peter was after. To rile him, make him angry, get him to reveal something he didn't want to tell 
them. Harry hated to be manipulated. "Yeah, you could say that." 

"And what is he supposed to be - exactly? A murderer, a pimp, a zombie, what?" 

Steve couldn't help the snort. Talk about missing the point. "Eddie is what ‘e is. He's just... Eddie." 

The policeman curled his lip. "| see. And have you any idea why anyone would want to impersonate him?" 
Harry couldn't help the snort which slipped out. "No." He couldn't tell them why he thought it was a stupid idea, 
could he? That Eddie was more than just a rogue idea, he was a seven foot demon with burning eyes and a 
very pointed sense of humour; no, because they'd then either (a) send for the men in white coats or (b) 
arrest him for the murders. Neither sounded like a plan. 


"This is not meant to be amusing, Mr Harris." 


Harry felt himself getting angry. Very angry. "I'm not fuckin’ laughin’. What had they done, anyway?" asked 
Steve, passing the bundle of photos back to the copper and wiping his hand on his jeans. 


Peter frowned. "Who?" 
"The guys that got killed” 
"Why should they have done anything?" 


Oh fuck Think fast, Harris, because you may just have dropped yourself right in the kakky. He shrugged and 


looked away. 


"The fans love Eddie. If it's a fan doing this then they wouldn't just pick on people at random." 
There was a long silence, and Harry turned back to lock eyes with Peter. Neither gave ground, and Steve found 
his temper beginning to rise at an alarming rate. Eventually, Peter dropped his eyes to his notes, and both men 


let out a sigh and sat back, disaster averted. For now. 


"Yes, well, we'll need to speak to some other people.. management, road crew. Can you let us have some 
P peop 9 Y 
numbers?" 


IE 
"Then that will be all. Oh, and if you hear anything.. you will be in touch, won't you Mr Harris 

Steve nodded slowly. "Yeah. | will” 

He showed the police out, giving them Rod's number - fuck it, he could deal with them - and closing the heavy 


front door behind them as soon as was decently possible. Once it was closed he slumped against it with a sigh, 
resting his forehead against the roughness of the oak and swearing under his breath. 


It was Eddie. Had to be. 
He turned away, picked up the phone, and dialled a number he knew by heart: 


"Bruce..? Yeah. We need to talk. You seen the news? Yeah.. yeah.. they've just left. Don't fuckin’ scream at me. 


Yeah. I'll sort us a place out. Bloody Eddie, yeah..." 
we 


Paul turned and eyed the house before getting in the car. Rock stars. Thought they could get away with 
anything they wanted, didn't they? Well, not on his bloody watch they couldn't. 


He got in the car, buckled up, and turned to his companion. 
| think our Mr Harris knows more than he's letting on. He needs to be kept an eye on, don't you think..2" 


With a roar, the unmarked police car scattered gravel as it charged down the drive, leaving nothing but 


birdsong to disturb the peace. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Fourteen 


Author's Notes: 
Character POV indicated in the top left-hand corner; italicised section indicates flashback. 


~Rafe~ 


| would never have guessed how difficult this was going to be. 


| swear the bastard was trying to throw it back in my face, trying to make me regret my decision. In the 100 
metre walk to the bus, every time | turned he was there, hanging off Jake's arm, entangled in a passionate 
embrace with Jake, giggling at Jake's joke, whispering into Jake's ear... | didn't know how long it would be before | 


wanted to strangle him. 


Well, not that | didn't already have those urges. | suppose it was only a matter of time before | actually did 
strangle him..and with the way he was acting, I'd argue that I'd very much be justified in doing so. 


| knew he was trying to get back at me... His playing wouldn't be affected- oh no, he was far too dedicated, far 
too professional for that. I'd never once had to worry that he'd get sloppy on-stage.. Dan had always been a 
perfectionist. Not obsessively, like Matt, but Dan had always had too much pride to play anything other than 
his best. He could be hung-over as shit, stoned, unbelievably ill, heartbroken..but he'd never, ever play badly. 


The guy was a legend- none of us had his track record. 


| remember the first gig we ever booked for- it was in the same grotty little club that Dan and | had met in- 
and Dan was so ill that morning. He had the most ridiculous temperature, and | remember him looking so, so 
pale.. He still insisted on getting up on that dingy old stage and he played his heart out. He was magnificent. We 
partied so hard that night that when | woke up the next day | could barely stand up for the hangover | had. 
Dan, despite being ill himself, looked after me. And after all the countless times that we'd had to cancel gigs 
because of me.. May be it was a singer thing- singers have always been renown to be over dramatic, and may 
be | just slotted into that category perfectly. Fickle singers. Dan wasn't fickle, not in any sense. He was possibly 


the most reliable, loyal person I'd ever known.. 
Or ever would know, on second thoughts. 
Shaking myself from the thoughts I'd run away with, | climbed onto the tour-bus and settled myself into one 


of the two small window seats. Setting my duffel bag down on the floor beside me, | had a quick glance around 


what | could see of the bus. Small kitchenette, small living-room, a little door leading to what | assumed was 


the bathroom and through the open doorway | could see the little bunk area. | pulled out my notepad as some 
of the crew began loading on some of our instruments and equipment. | frowned- | hoped it wasn't going to get 
too crowded. But then again, it was only our first tour and we couldn't really expect to travel in style.. | hadn't 
noticed that Sam had plonked himself into the arm-chair next to me; he seemed to have read my thoughts. 


"Don't worry- most of the equipment is going on a separate van They just couldn't fit it all in so a couple of 


the guitars have to come on with us." 

"Thank god- | don't think | could cope with all our shit on here too...” 

"Well ladies, you can't expect to be travelling First Class yet; this should give you some initiative to work your 
scrawny little asses of fl" Mike commented as he heaved himself onto the bus, the Whore seeming super-glued 
to his arm. 

"-| thought you said they'd leave all our shit in the equipment van?" | hissed quietly to Sam. 


| fucking heard that!" Mike bellowed, turning his scathing brown eyes upon me. 


| sunk into the thin cushion of the window seat with a soft groan. Dear God, let this tour go well.. 


"Screw Jake and |" 


Before a second thought could enter my mind, his lps had fastened themselves upon mine, his tongue pushing 
insistently against my lips. Starting slightly, | resisted for a mere second before relenting and parting my lps fo give 
him the access he craved. Hs tongue snaked in, hungrily exploring the cavern of my mouth, caressing my tongue 
with velvety strokes. | couldnt stop myself from letting out a soft groan of pleasure. It seemed to fire his 
insistence and he clutched at my hair, pulling me closer to him, our bodies knocking together in a heat Id never 


experienced before. We were chest fo chest, and | could feel his heart pounding against me, mirroring my own 


We finally drew apart breathlessly and | could see the lust in his eyes. Hs chest was heaving, and his lps looked as 
bruised as mine felt 


‘Dan, |-" 

'Ssshh, no.. Don't say anything." he breathed, his green eyes sparking with desire 

He reached a hand out slowly, as though not to scare me, and he gently ran his thumb across my cheek 

Hs touch sent a shiver of arousal down my spine. -No one had ever done that to me before, not with a mere 


fouch.. | could see the uncertainty in his eyes, as though he were scared of something After gazing at me in 


silence for a moment, he finally spoke again 


"Follow me?" 


| think he intended it to be a command, but he couldnt seem to rid his voice of the timid vulnerability that seemed 


fo be pre-eminent in it, causing his command to come out as a question. Í just nodded and we both rose from the 
couch, Dan leading me into his bedroom. 


When | fell back into the soft, inviting covers with Dan following fo hover above me, my mind was clear of any 


doubt. This was what | wanted: this was what | needed 


Chapter Fifteen 


Author's Notes: 
Character POV indicated in the top left-hand corner; italicised sections indicate flashback. 


Flying first class was really turning out to be a double-edged sword. Mitch was surpassing all usual standards 

of Mitch-ness. It started the night before. After our little altercation, we played one of our best shows of the 
tour. Mitch is always at his best when he's bordering psychotic. Toby was focused as always. Playing guitar is 
one of the few things that he can become totally absorbed with. 


As soon as we left the stage, Mitch grabbed two groupies and took them in the dressing room, locking the 
door. It happened so fast Paul didn't even know where he was at first. It wouldn't have been that big of a 
problem if we all didn't have to wait outside for him to finish. Toby was livid but wasn't about to make a scene 
with outsiders around. Paul offered to breakdown the door. I'm sure thats just what Mitch wanted, for every 
one, especially me, to get a glimpse of two chicks fighting over his dick. Toby assured Paul that it wasn't 


necessary. 
After about fifteen minutes, Todd started to beat on the door. "Come on, come already!" he yelled over and 
over again. A few minutes later, Mitch opened the door with a wicked smirk. The two girls, grinning with 
lipstick-smudged lips slinked past, both with a bold Mitch Dunnock scrawled across their t-shirts in black 


marker. One girl turned to Toby and asked if she could have an autograph from him too. He stared at her 


incredulously. 

"Not after having your mouth on that disease infested prick," he snarled. Mitch laughed as Toby gave him a 
push before entering the dressing room. | tried to quell the storm by signing both girls' shirts while Todd and 
Kevin filed past Mitch, glaring. 

"What can | say? They had nice tits," Mitch laughed, following them inside. 


"Next time, take them to the john," complained Todd. 


"The brunette was cute. Too bad Toby pissed her off. We could've invited her back to the hotel," Kevin mused 
as | walked through the door. 


"What about your girlfriend Kevin?" | teased. 
"Everyone needs a groupie now and then," he smiled. 


Paul and Mitch were getting into a shouting match in the next room and it was now loud enough for everyone 


to hear clearly. "I don't care who hired you. Im telling you to fuck off!" Mitch screamed. 


"And I'm telling you | intend to do my job," Paul replied. His voice was raised but still relatively calm. "Neither 
one of us is leaving this room till you give me a urine sample to test for alcohol." Toby looked over at me and 
raised an eyebrow. 


"He's can't really make him do that can he?" Todd asked in a whisper. Toby shrugged his shoulders. 


"Can he? According to Mike he can. But will he be able to? | would say they'll be here all night," Toby 


responded, shutting his guitar case. He never let the roadies touch it. 

"Don't worry Todd. He isn't asking for a sample from you..yet:" Kevin giggled 

"Yeah, like you'd pass," laughed Todd 

"Be quiet you two. | want to hear," said Toby. We all inched closer to the wall to listen. We heard a chair draw 
across the floor and Paul speaking in a low voice. He obviously didn't want us to hear what he was saying, 


Mitch, on the other hand, continued to holler. 


lm officially not on tour. You can't make me do shit!" Mitch yelled. There was a crash of glass against the 
adjoining wall. 

"You are officially on tour until you Officially get on that plane tomorrow and you officially answer to me until 
then," Paul barked back He certainly did sound like a drill sergeant now. Though | don't actually know if ever he 
was one. "And just because your mother died doesn't mean you get to act out like a child. Stop breaking things 


before | take you over my knee!" 


Kevin and Todd looked at each other in shock then burst out laughing. "This ought to be good! Ten bucks says 
he actually does it" Todd cried. 


"You're on," Kevin answered. 
"Okay, this has gone on long enough," Toby said. He started for the door, but | held him back. 
"Let Paul handle it. It's his job," | warned. | pulled Toby down onto a couch and held him there. 


‘lm not just going to sit here and do nothing," Toby argued. He struggled to get free but wouldn't loosen my 


grip around his waist. 
"Yes you are," | insisted. We listened to the silence from the other room. Several minutes passed. 
"Do you think he already did it?" Kevin asked. 


"Are you kidding? If he even came close to touching Mitch's ass we would have heard about it," Todd laughed. | 


wouldn't be so sure about that Todd. Though Mitch does get pretty loud when his ass is being touched, | doubt 
he'd want you to hear about it. 


"Don't you even think of throwing that piss at me," Paul demanded. 
"You wanted it! So here it is," Mitch cackled loudly. 


"You little fucker! That's it!" Paul bellowed. The anger in Paul's voice was obvious. Mitch had finally crossed the 
line with him and now Mitch was going to pay by the sound of it. 


"Oh shit," Todd exclaimed, covering him mouth with his hand. There was a loud crack and a thump. We all 
rushed to the door. We made it just in time to see it fly open and Paul storm out. The front of his shirt was 
damp. Mitch was slung over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. Paul held him firmly by the legs. Mitch 
furiously beat his fists against the broad, well muscled back. He might as well have been pounding on a slab of 
concrete for all the good it did him. Paul bounded down the hall in four easy strides and slammed through the 
backstage door. Mitch's face turned a deep red as he hung upside down from Paul's shoulders. He struggled, 
strained, and kicked all the while. Paul shoved through the small crowd of gathered fans to the waiting limo. He 
opened the door and threw Mitch inside. Paul hopped in, yanked an escaping Mitch back in by his hair, and 
slammed the door. The limo was off in a matter of seconds. We stood there mouths agape. It was one of the 


funniest, most gratifying spectacles | have ever witnessed. 


"Do any of you guys have money for a cab?" Todd asked. 


To say that Mitch isn't a morning person is like saying Rush Limbaugh isn't a liberal. It's the understatement 
of the year. We tried to get him to do a morning interview once. He literally fell back asleep while we were live 
on the air. Thats a pleasant example. There are several stages of Mitch in the morning. The first is impossible 
to wake. He could sleep through a nuclear attack. It usually takes a bucket of ice or Todd screaming at the top 
of his lungs right in Mitch's ear to rouse him. The second stage is cationic. He just stares off into space for a 
full thirty minutes. You have to watch him because Mitch can be showered, fully clothed, with a cup of coffee 
in his hand, and fall back to sleep. The final stage is cranky, which generally last all day. 


When we met in the lobby at bam Mitch was still stage two. He left his luggage in the elevator and Paul had 
to go back for it. He fell back asleep on the way to the airport. He fell asleep again when we stood in line at 
check in. By the time we reached the gate he was cranky. "Why the fuck is McClure here?" Mitch demanded, 


"Because | asked him to be. Shut up! People are staring," Toby snapped. 


"They're staring because we are rock stars you fucking wad," Mitch replied He yawned and looked around. 


"There should be a bar or something around here." 


"Its 17:30 in the fucking morning Mitch. It won't be open," | said, unfolding the morning paper | had just bought. 


"Well its got to be cocktail hour in China or something. It should be open for them. It's an international airport 


isn't it? What if you're Chinese and want a drink? The bar should be open," Mitch argued. 


"The bar isn't open because no sane person would want a drink a this hour," said Toby, who was valiantly 


trying to check his voice mail during all of this. 
"Why the hell did we get here so early if we're just going to sit around and fuck off?" Mitch asked angrily. 
‘Its only been a half an hour. Why don't you go back to sleep?" Toby said. 


"Too late for that now! I'm going to see if it's open," Mitch stated, standing. Luckily they announced the 
boarding of our flight. Five minutes later and we would have had to yank Mitch off a barstool. | was beginning 
to think we should have brought Paul. 


Mitch was seated two rows ahead of us. As soon as the fasten seatbelt sign went off he hit the call button. 
Within seconds he ordered his first drink, then he ordered another and another. “They'll cut him off soon," 


Toby said, looking up from the magazine he was reading. 


Mitch was chatting up the woman next to him. The blonde, who appeared to be a businesswoman in her mid- 
thirties, giggled like a schoolgirl. She apparently had some inkling who he was. Mitch leaned over and whispered 
in her ear. She turned slightly in her seated and looked back at me then at Toby. Turning back to Mitch, she 
mouthed the words "No way!" Mitch nodded and smirked. He looked back at me and gave a limp wrist wave, 
causing his new friend peal with laughter. 


"They should cut her off too," Toby added dryly, not bothering to look up. Mitch leaned down once more and 
whispered in his companion’s ear. She turned bright red, leaned back in her seat. After a moment, she nodded. 
Mitch grinned, got up, and headed to the lavatory at the front of the cabin. Mitch was trying to earn more 
frequent flyer miles. 


‘lm going to the bathroom," | said Unbuckling my seat belt | stood up, nearly banging my head. 


"What the fuck," Mitch cried when | opened the door and stepped in. | slid the lock to occupied and faced him. 
He backed up as far as he could. "Get the fuck out of here! That chick will be here any second!" 


"And here | thought you were waiting for me!" 
"Go on! Get out!" Mitch growled. 


| inched closer. "So when you were telling her about me and Toby, did you happen to mention anything about 
yourself?" | asked. There was a light knock on the door. 


"Shane, just get out," he whispered. 


"You wouldn't want her to see me coming out of here would you? Especially not after what you told her." 


Mitch looked both horrified and perplexed. 


"Are you in there?" A female voice whispered. | took this particular opportunity to grab Mitch's crotch. He let 
out a yelp as | gave it a light squeeze. 


| changed my mind. I'm not feeling well. Come back later," he sputtered. 
"Come back later?" | laughed. Mitch shoved my hand away. 
"Fuck of fl" 


"Oh, okay. | thought | should wait. She might still be out there. But if you say to go," | replied | reached for the 
latch but Mitch stopped me. 


"You fucker!" 
"That's right. I'm the fucker and you are the fuckee," | whispered. 
‘lm going to kill you for this," he hissed. 


| spun him around and shoved him against the tiny sink. He was fairly drunk and therefore uncoordinated, so it 
wasn't hard to do even in the small confines of an airplane toilet. | grabbed him by the hair and yanked his hair 
back. "Just when | start to really like you, you have to turn back into an asshole. I'm going to have to start 
calling you Mitcherellal” 


"That's funny. | thought you were fond of assholes," he responded defiantly. 


‘lm very fond of your asshole Mitch," | whispered in his ear. "I'm also fond of your cock..and even your 
mouth, when you're not talking that is." | ground my crotch into his backside and undid the top button of his 
pants. My hand slinked down and | grabbed him firmly. Three good strokes and he was fully grown. "You don't 
fool me Mitchie. You are a bigger fag than me. You want me to do you right now." | slowly rubbed my thumb 
over the head, letting it become slick with precum. "But you'll never have it again," | said pulling my hand away. 
| held his face in my hand and pointed it to the mirror. There our eyes met. | smiled. "Not unless you start 
behaving like a gentleman" With that | unlatched the door and stepped out. The woman was still there. | guess 


everyone is willing to wait for the chance to blow a rock star. 


Chapter Sixteen 


Author's Notes: 
Character POV indicated in the top left-hand corner. 


Bam 


"Remember how | said | might have some questions for you?" 
Ryan looks up from his pizza, eyeing me warily. "Yeah." 


"Well, | have some." | know my cheeks are red; | can feel the heat in my face, and | would fucking hate it if this 
was anybody but Dunn, but because he's my tightest friend and the only person I've told about kissing Ville, 
he's the only one I'd ever consider talking to about this kind of shit. 


Besides, he's the only guy | know who'd be able to answer the questions | have. See, | just found this out 
myself; in fact, Ryan probably wouldn't have even told me -- yet, anyway -- that he's bi, if not for the fact 
that | was freaking out over kissing Ville. When Ryan told me that he and Linde had been fucking the whole 
time we were in New York, suffice it to say that | was a ttle surprised. Ryan has always struck me as quite 
possibly the straightest guy | know. | mean, sure, he was always messing around, doing gay shit like pretending 


to hump Raab's naked ass and talking like a fairy, but we all do that shit. 


No, | never pictured Ryan hooking up with a dude until the words actually came out of his mouth, and even 
then, it was hard for me to reconcile those words with reality until | walked into my hotel room after a soda 
run to find the two of them making out like horny kids. | would have thought that image would have upset me 
more than it did, too, but in fact, it sort of turned me on seeing them kissing like that -- the way Ryan had 
his hands locked on Linde's ass was sweet, in a way, and the fact that Linde had his hand on Ryan's obviously 
hard dick was surprisingly intriguing.. not to mention thought-provoking. In fact, I've spent the weeks since 
trying not to imagine what it would feel like to have somebody else's cock in my hand. 


"Okay," Ryan says slowly, setting down his beer and nervously wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 
Despite the fact that we're alone at his place, he looks around before he asks, "Like what?" 


"Well." Coming up with a long list of questions at four o'clock this morning had been no problem. Voicing them 
now, however, in the bright light of sunset in the still sparsely furnished kitchen of Ryan's new house, is a 


litle more intimidating. 


"You don't have to be nervous," Ryan says, grinning a little in that infuriating way he has. "It's just me, dude. 


And | don't mind. Really." 


"| know." | force myself to lift my head, meeting his eyes almost defiantly. "But you can never tell anybody l'm 
asking you this shit, all right?" 


Ryan stares at me for a second in disbelief before he bursts out laughing. "Tell anybody?" he repeats 
incredulously. "Don't you think they'd wonder why you were asking me? I'm not exactly, like, out and proud 
here, Bam. You, Ville, and Linde are the only three people in the world who know about this." 


"Especially Linde," | tease, and Ryan turns red, reaching across the table to swat me in the head. "Ow, fucker!" 


"Keep busting my balls and I'll give you bad information," he says, grinning evilly. "Yeah, you're supposed to put 


your dick in his ear. No, seriously, you are." 


"Jesus, Random!" | groan, covering my face with my hands until Ryan stops laughing. "I'll stop busting your balls 
if you stop busting mine." 


"All right, all right," he says grudgingly. "Okay, for real now -- what do you want to know?" 


"Well, like.." | clear my throat uncomfortably, staring at the bubbles climbing the inside of my beer glass. "How 


did you, like, know, you know?" 
"No," Ryan deadpans, then smiles apologetically. "Okay, I'm sorry. You mean, how'd | know | was into guys?" 


Unable to speak, | nod mutely, and Ryan sighs and leans back in his chair, staring at me so hard that | feel 
myself blushing again. 


"| started noticing them," he says softly. "The color of their eyes, the way their asses look in jeans -- that 
kind of stuff. And it wasn't just when | saw one that I'd think stuff like that.. | found myself thinking about 
guys a lot of the time. | had some really graphic dreams about guys--" 


| jump a little at this, but luckily, Ryan has looked away by this time, peering out the window at a pick-up 
truck passing by with no muffler. 


"--and one night, | tried jerking off thinking about one, just for the fuck of it," Ryan continues, blushing fire- 
engine red to the roots of his shaggy, dark blond hair, "and | got off so hard and so fast, it almost scared me. 
Christ.. | can't believe | just told you that." 


l'm intrigued now that he's opening up to me, and | don't want him to get freaked out and clam up, so | just 
shake my head. "No, dude, this is helping," | say, although I'm no less confused or uncertain than | was when | 
got here.. | don't think "What kind of guys were you thinking about? Like, people you know, or what?" 


"Uh... not usually," Ryan replies, but there's a guilty look in his eyes that makes me wonder. "Well.. | thought 
about Linde a lot." 


"Even before?" 
Ryan nods, smiling a little. "Why do you think | was so fucking excited to go to New York with you?" 


"Well, shit, and here | thought you just really enjoyed my company," | say, pretending to be offended, and Ryan 


grins and tosses a half-eaten slice of pizza at my chest. 


"So, what else do you want to know?" 


ee 


Ville 


"Have you even had sex since you've been home?" 
| roll my eyes, lightly pushing Linde's shoulder. "Leave me alone." 


Ill take that as a ‘no,' then," he replies, smiling wickedly. The little bastard has really come out of his shell 
lately, that's for sure.. and | know for a fact that a certain Mr. Ryan Dunn has everything to do with that. | 
can't say | haven't fallen in love all over again -- platonically, of course -- with the new and improved Mikko 
Viljami Lindström.. now, extra spicy! "H's been over a month, Ville," Linde continues, his lovely gray-blue eyes 


sparkling mischievously as he secures his blond dreadlocks behind his head with an elastic band. 


"Have you had sex since we've been home?" | counter, and Linde laughs, a deep, rich, infuriatingly satisfied 


sound. 

"Not in person," he replies mysteriously, but, being the filthy-minded soul | am, | catch on immediately. 

‘| don't want to hear about you and Ryan wanking over the phone," | declare, standing up and throwing my 
hands in the air as | begin to pace the living room. "It was bad enough having to hear you the next room over 


for an entire week." 


"You know you liked it," Linde replies casually, and | roll my eyes again, placing my hands on my hips and glaring 


at him from across the room. 


"Well, | can honestly say | didn't expect it," | say, raising an eyebrow. "Good God, Barbie, | never heard such 
lusty, gusty moans coming from that pretty, pale throat of yours." 


Linde bites his lip, grinning devilishly and wrinkling his nose adorably. "What can | say? The man found my magic 
buttons." 


"All of them, evidently," | agree, chuckling a little. 


"| like how you managed to change the subject so smoothly,” Linde says, reclining against the arm of my couch. 


"Now, let's get back to your complete lack of sex for over a month, and the reason behind that." 

"Shouldn't /be the one on the couch for a discussion like this?" | mutter, but | don't even think he hears me. 
‘Its Bam, isn't it?" he asks, and | sigh deeply, knowing I'm pouting a little but unable to control myself. 

"Yes, you colossal pain in the ass," | retort. "lm still stuck on Bam. | can't stop thinking about him, | can't stop 
fantasizing about him, and | can't stop wishing I'd just let him kiss me that night instead of being so fucking 
stupid and pushing him away. | don't want to fuck anybody else. Every time | look at a picture of him, | get 
hard. Every time | jerk off, | think of him, especially the way he looked that night at the Cavern, when he 
opened his eyes and looked at me while he came. And I've been jerking off a Jot, Lily. There -- are you happy 


now?" 


Linde blinks at me for a moment, then shakes his head. "Well.. | wouldn't say happy, exactly, but at least | know 
what the hells been the matter with you since we got home. You've talked to him, right?" 


"le talked to him dozens of times," | reply, shoving Linde's feet off my couch so | can sit down, and he allows 
me to rest my head on his thigh. "But not about this In fact, he hasn't mentioned the kiss once.. it's like he 


wants to pretend it never happened." 


"So, do you think he's decided to stay straight?" Linde asks gently, stroking my hair back from my forehead, 
and | sigh again. 


"I have no idea," | reply honestly. "He still flirts with me just as badly as he always has, but..l just don't know.’ 


| think you need to see him again," Linde says thoughtfully, then smiles. “But | also think you need to go out 
and get yourself laid as soon as possible, sweetheart." 


| stick my tongue out at him. 


KE 


Bam 


"No difference at alf" 


Ryan shakes his head, grinning indulgently. "Not unless he hasn't shaved yet.. then you kind of get rug burn on 
your lips." 


"Ow -- shit," | reply, but Ryan just smiles. 
"Even thats not so bad, believe it or not." 


"Weird" | rub my eyes for a second, and when | stop, | notice that Ryan's staring at me. "What?" | ask self- 


consciously, reaching for a napkin. "Sauce?" 


"No, dipshit," Ryan replies, chuckling. "Just. | never thought I'd be having this conversation with you, of all 
people. That's all." 


"Well, | gotta be honest with you, Dunn -- | never thought I'd be having it with you, either," | say with a grin 
‘| never thought I'd be getting tips on how to kiss a dude from the guy who needed a hug after he stuck a 
toy car up his ass." 


Ryan laughs, shuddering exaggeratedly. "For some reason, that thought still freaks me out, even after.." He 
stops, suddenly flushing, and clears his throat, as if thinking better of what he was about to say. 


"C'mon," | say softly. "What? You know l'm not gonna tell anyone." 


"I know," Ryan replies, looking down at his hands where they lie on the table, twisting uncomfortably together. 
"IFs just... | still have a hard time believing it sometimes, you know? It's a little easier to accept the idea that | 


was doing him, but..." 

"You don't have to tell me," | say, leaning forward a little, "but... what was it like? | mean.. you know...” 
"Getting fucked?" 

| blush vehemently at that, and Ryan snickers a little. 


‘It was... weird. Especially at first," he says slowly. "I had to get over that whole they, wait -- nothing's 
supposed to go in there! thing.. but he was really careful. He made sure | was really prepared for it before he 
even tried.. and it felt okay. Pretty good, once | got used to it. The best part was just feeling him inside me, 
you know? | mean.. at the risk of sounding like a girl or something.. feeling like he was a part of me, or 
something. But | only did that once, so.. | think if | tried it again a few times, it would feel a lot better. I'd 
never do it for anybody unless | really trusted them, though." 


I'm speechless again, so | just nod dumbly. I've barely scratched the surface of my list of questions, but 
there's so much information swimming around my head right now that | fear my brain will explode if | try to 
retain any more. 

Besides, | think | have enough to chew on for one night.. and | have a feeling that, for better or for worse, my 


dreams are going to be a lot more vivid tonight. 


* 


To be continued... 


Chapter Seventeen 


Author's Notes: 
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~Dan~ 


The show that night was tense- everyone could see it. Of course, tense didn't necessarily mean ‘bad’. in fact, 
Mike was actually pleased by our performance. Perhaps the tension between everyone forced us to throw 
ourselves into the music even more. Well, | don't know what it was, but | left that show feeling thoroughly 
tired and thoroughly fucked, in every sense of the word. My limbs were aching, | was sweating from every 
pore of my body, my head throbbed and my mind was dazed. Jake and | left straight after the gig, heading 
straight to the hotel. 


Exhausted, we each had a shower and fell into bed, Jake wrapping an arm around me and pulling me close to 
him. He placed a gentle kiss on my forehead before burying his face in my hair. | could tell he wanted to say 
something, but he was hesitating. Patiently, | waited. 

"What did you say to Rafe after everyone else left the bus?" he asked quietly. 


Surprised and unsure, | drew back to look into his bright blue eyes that gazed unblinkingly at me. 


"Nothing. Well, | mean, we had a little..argument. | didn't say anything that you hadn't already," | shrugged, lying 
through my teeth, "I mean, | was so bloody pissed off with him..he didn't have to act the way he did" 


Jake nodded, seeming satisfied by my answer. He snuggled back against me, a hand weaving its way into my 


hair. 


"Yeah, | know- | seriously don't know what's up with him. It was so uncalled for! And anyway, we weren't that 


loud- Mike assured me of that, though it kinda creeps me out that he was listening out for it" 


| chuckled, "Babe, don't ever say that again. The idea of Mike listening in on us is enough to make me want to 
stop," | said jokingly. 


Jake pretended to be offended, "Hey! Are you saying that the way we feel about each other isn't enough to 


get us through Mike's voyeuristic tendencies?" 


| turned to look at him and raised an eyebrow. 


"Are you saying that the thought of Mike spying on us isn't enough to still a hard on?" 
He paused, 

"Right. Maddox- twelve. Martin- ril" 

| laughed, reaching up to kiss the tip of his nose. 


"How come | get twelve for that?" | asked, snuggling into his chest. | reached a hand out to play with the hem 
of his shirt, tugging idly at a loose thread. 


"Well, let's see.. | guess it isn't just that. I'd say you get two points for the comment..another two for wearing 
that green shirt that | love this morning..like, five points for wearing those leather pants at the gig today- you 
know how much they kill me- and the last three points for standing up to Rafe today." 

| felt a guilty pang in my chest as he made his last point. God, | was such a dick.. 


"| don't deserve all those points," | said quietly, glad that he couldn't see the expression in my eyes. 


"Oh, but you do.. You deserve so much more.." he murmured, placing another kiss on the top of my head 


before he hid his face in my hair. 

"| love you Dan." he whispered, so quietly that | could barely hear him, his voice muffled by my thick hair. 
| didn't know what to say, how to reply, so | turned, crushing my lips against his and turning our rest into a 
full blown make-out session. 

When we'd both cooled down, | took a chance. | had to see Rafe- there was a nagging voice in my head that 


wouldn't let me forget him or the look of pain in his eyes... | glanced at the clock- 02:00 


"Hey.. Would you mind awfully if | went to see Rafe? | mean.| was just thinking- there has to be something 
wrong for him to act the way that he did just now. He is my best friend; | ought to check he's okay...” 


Jake flashed me a lop-sided grin, "You're just not going to sleep until you get it sorted, are you?" 


| shook my head- he knew me too well. | never could sleep until my mind was cleared of all the things worrying 


me. 


Jake sat up and placed a kiss on my cheek, "Alright then- go talk it out with him. But- god, | can't believe I'm 
saying this after what happened- be nice. Whatever that guy does, | just can't stay mad at him for too long; 
he's too good a friend for that." 


| nodded, "Of course. Not sure when I'll be back, so don't wait up." 

"l'Il keep a spot warm for ya, but if you're not back..well, I'll see you in the morning then" 

| quickly kissed him before sliding out of bed and getting dressed, yanking on a pair of old jeans and the green 
shirt | wore earlier that day, leaving a couple of buttons undone in my haste. | heard Jake call ‘I love you' as | 


walked through the door. 


| didn't turn to reply. 


Chapter Eighteen 


Author's Notes: 
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Running Free 


His victim had gone for a beer. 


Eddie leaned on the wall of an alley next to the pub; clearly, he so devastated by the death of his friends that 
the bloke had gone for a drink. Arsehole. Still, made it nice and easy for Ed; he'd found somewhere he could 
take him for a bit of.. privacy. Somewhere he could get creative with him. Set up the discovery, make sure 


that nobody ever forgot that you left his fans-- 
Hello. He was leaving the pub early. 


Eddie swung out of the alley, keeping just far enough behind the young man to let him know he was being 
followed but never getting close enough to be seen He felt the fear begin to roll his way after two streets, 
taking the opportunity he paused under a street light, knowing that his quarry had just flung a glance over his 
shoulder. Sure enough, he broke into a run as soon as he caught a glimpse of the wild haired apparition not 
just lit up but positively gilded by the piss yellow of the sodium lamp. 


Eddie loped along behind, noting that his prey wasn't heading for the brightly lit public areas, but seemed to be 
trying to shake him by diving down back alleys and litle used byways. How stupid could one human be? He'd 
been hunting this city before it had even been a city. Still, let him run.. 

There was, after all, no escape. 

He cut through an alley or two that he was absolutely certain his prey knew nothing about, and thus was 
waiting for him when he came barrelling around the corner - colliding with the wall that was Eddie at his most 


absolutely real. 


Eddie didn't even flinch, just stood there with his hands in his pockets, looking down as his victim wheezed on 


the floor, winded. 
"You want to give up the fags, mate," said Eddie, in a low growl, "slows you down. You John Mattock?" 


The guy lay still, eyeing the figure standing over him. Eddie had to give his intelligence credit, none of the ‘who 


wants to know’ bollocks that he was getting so tired of, or squeaking and yelling about the reality of what his 
eyes were telling him. He'd managed to focus on the here and now, and perhaps thought he'd have time to 


panic about it later. OF course, he didn't have a later, but as yet he didn't know that. 


John's eyes grew a little more confident when he realised that Eddie still hadn't moved, and had almost got 
back a grain of cockiness by the time he'd climbed to his feet. Eddie waited, even moving back a little to allow 
John up unimpeded. Oh, he was going to enjoy this one; that mix of aggression, wickedness and overconfidence 
he could feel oozing from the man's pores was going to make his self appointed task that much more 


pleasurable. 


He even offered the demon a cigarette, which Eddie took with a smile. Oh, this one was fun; he even did no 
more than flinch when Eddie shook his head to a light, instead producing a flame from his index finger to light 
his smoke with. 


"You want to talk to me? Only I'm a busy man, like," said the youth, pushing sandy hair back from his eyes and 


covering his fear rather well. Eddie grinned. 

"Oh yeah. Last Friday." 

"What about it?" 

"You were at the Romeo And Juliet. Don't try and deny it - | can tell when you lie." 


John, who had indeed been about to deny it, shut his mouth with a snap. Eyes wary, he dropped his head to 


light another cigarette, giving Eddie a long look from under his fringe while he considered his answer. 
"Yeah, | was. Don't tell me you were - | never saw yer. Anyway, it wasn't fancy dress night" 


Ah. Humour. Eddie just leaned down until he and John were nose to nose, and he grinned, opening his eyes wide 


to let the burning flames light the youngster's face. 
"| wasn't, no. But a friend of mine was - you talked to her.. and then you slipped something in her drink" 


The realisation dawned in John's eyes a fraction of a second before he dropped his cigarette and tried to bolt. 
Too slow; Eddie caught the back of his jacket and spun him around to slam him into the wall, stepping back and 
letting him drop to writhe and wheeze on the ground, putting his hand to the nose that had been broken when 
it bounced from the solid brick. Eddie stepped in and stood, legs braced and arms crossed over his chest, 

grinning down at the man on the ground and waiting for him to get his breath back to try again This was fun! 


Damn fool still hadn't realised that there was no escape. 


Of course, his current position actually put his crotch in roughly the same proximity as John's head. Now, if 
the kid was really bright he'd offer to blow him while he was down there; mind you, it ought to be fun 
watching him try to breathe through a broken nose while Eddie's dick was jammed halfway down his throat. 


The thought made him chuckle, drawing a frightened groan from the man at his feet. No? Oh well then. 


John pushed himself upright, using the wall for leverage, and stared at Eddie with wide eyes. Oh, you see it 
now, don't you? You're starting to make some connections in that horrible little mind of yours. The girl, the 


bouncer, the five scumbags you hung out with. Me. You. 


Enjoying every second of the experience, Eddie reached out and seized the lapels of John's jacket, dragging him 
close and lifting him, pressing his body against him and getting right in the bloodied face of his next victim. 


"You and me," he said, dropping his voice to the most menacing growl he could summon, considering what a 


good mood he was in, "are going to have a little talk about why you shouldn't put drugs in girls drinks. Ready?" 


John made a squeaking noise and began to tremble. Eddie took a deep breath - whilst, technically, he didn't need 
to, it often helped him get his mind in order - and prepared to drag the kid off to the place he'd prepared for 
them. Before he could do so, however, he felt a familiar tingle at the back of his head, a summons in his 


bones. A call that he could not, no matter how much he wished to, ignore. 
Not now, Harry! 
Damn! 


He reversed his last move, slamming John aginst the wall and holding him there, eyes flaring with anger. "You," 


he snapped, "are a dead man. l'm coming for you..” 


And with that he dropped him, turned away and ran for the shadowy network of alleys that he had navigated 
so successfully to catch the kid in the first place. 


~ Ke 


Harry called again, but Bruce noted it wasn't until he yelled "Dammit, Ed, now!" that the mist swirling inside the 
circle coalesced into the looming, angry figure of Eddie. Eyes flashing, sparks flying amidst the wild white hair, 


lips drawn back from teeth bared in a snarl it was an apparition to quail the strongest heart. 


It was rare that they actually had to summon him. Normally the problem was making him go away; he had a 
knack for turning up at the most inconvenient times and places to cause all sorts of mayhem. Trouble 
personified, no matter how much the fans adored him. But every now and again he had to be called, and the 


procedure gave Bruce the bloody creeps. 


Harry had called him back that afternoon, having rented an artist's studio in Camden that would provide the 
perfect place to carry out the summoning in peace. Nobody was going to ask questions in an area like that; 
strange noises and odd goings were quite normal, and nothing to be remarked upon. Course, if they were 


recognised it might raise a few eyebrows, but thus far all was going to plan. Including, Bruce noted with a 


spark of amusement, Eddie's displeasure at being screamed at. 
Harry was Not Happy. Not happy at all. 


"What the fuck d'yer think you're doing? Goin’ around killin’ people and leaving your bloody signature above the 
bodies!" 


Mind you, he hadn't been at all pleased to come home from a scheduled flight, tired and in need of sleep, to 


discover a brace of coppers on his doorstep. The interview had not been pleasant. 
"Fuck, Eddie, nobody's supposed to know you actually exist. How am | supposed to explain that one, eh? Sorry 
Officer, it wasn't me it was this demon | know? Oh yeah, makes me a candidate for the fuckin funny farm 


that does!" 


Eddie hadn't moved, arms folded and glaring down at Steve. Bruce couldn't help but wonder why; normally, their 


demon was almost as verbose as their drummer, but this silence was ominous. 


"You've put us all in a right bad light, you ‘ave. Made it look like we're in cahoots with a serial killer! A fuckin’ 
serial killer! 


Uhoh. That smile was bad news. Bruce wondered if Harry had noticed it; in his fury he was almost jumping up 


and down, howling and yelling and demanding explanations. 
"This could finish us! Totally fuckin’ destroy us and everything we've worked so ‘ard for! Is that what you 
want? Is that what you've come out for, to see us all on the fuckin’ street and destitute? Cos if it all goes 


tits up that's what'll fuckin’ happen and itll all be your fault you great lump of--" 


Eddie took a step forward, passing the boundary of the chalk circle without so much as a flinch. Steve stopped, 


mid-rant, and went white. Eddie's smile broadened. 
“Alright, Harris. My turn" 

Crap. 

"When have | ever hurt the band or its fans, Harry?" 


Eddie was right up to Steve now, and he was getting a crick in his neck looking up at him. Eddie knew how to 
use his height to intimidate, that was for damn sure. 


"Especially the fans. No fans, no band, right?" 


Harry rallied. Never mind that when he was summoned - as opposed to just showing up - he wasn't supposed 


to be able to get out of the circle unless given permission, Harry wasn't about to let a little thing like possibly 


losing control over his demon get in the way of a bloody good row. 
"You're fuckin’ right no fans no band! So what the ‘ell d'you think yer doing--" 


Eddie held up one long finger and made a fsk noise. "These were not fans. | can assure you, Harry, that in no 


way have | diminished the fanbase by taking out these scumbags." 
"/ don't care if they were scumbags, you can't just go around killin’ people for no bloody--" 


Eddie raised what would have been, had he had any, an eyebrow, the skin of his face wrinkling in a querulous 
arch. "You," he said to Harry, "have daughters, yes? As do you," he added, acknowledging Bruce's presence for 


the first time. 


Both men nodded, startled into silence by the change in direction and wondering where the argument was going 


next. 


Eddie proceeded to tell both men what had happened to the girl in the club, going into exquisite detail, missing 
not a nuance of feeling, a scratch, a bite, a blemish or an abrasion; he listed each man's actions, and gave their 
emotions on performing them. He waxed lyrical as he described her lying the alley, unconscious and bleeding, 
stinking of piss and semen until her concerned friends had found her, and called an ambulance; the humiliating 
tests and questioning in the hospital, the way the police had pretty much admitted that there was nothing 
they could do. The way she'd cried out to him, to them all, but that he was the only one could hear her.. 


"Fine," snapped Bruce, wiping a hand across his face and wondering if the tightness in his chest would ever go 


away, “enough. You're a demon, Eddie - why should you give a shit?" 


Harry had collapsed on a chair next to the wall, head in his hands, white faced with distress. That such a thing 
could happen to anyone upset him, but he had a good idea what Eddie was going to say next, and that hurt 


even worse. 


"Because she's a fan - one of ours. Maiden is a family, and we look after our own - | think you said that didn't 


you, Harry? A long, long time ago." 


He looked up, tried to speak, cleared his throat and tried again but the words just wouldn't come. Bruce made 
his way over, gripped his friend on the shoulder; this had hit him hard. He really did care about their fans, 
always had - he'd been known to physically get involved when he saw them being manhandled by over 


enthusiastic security. That and the crack about daughters had just about devastated him. "Harry?" 


He shook his head and sighed, looking over at the window and the vista of the city beyond it. Eddie leaned on a 
wall at the opposite end of the studio, lit a smoke and watched the two men, puffing smoke rings and damping 
the burn of his eyes to a wicked glitter. Let Harry get his head round the facts, then he'd give him the rest 
of it, what little there was. More a case of giving them the heads up as to what to expect than anything else.. 


Harry looked at him at shook his head again "Fuck, Ed, why didn't you say anything?" 


Eddie strolled back down the long room, treading out the cigarette end as he came. "You would have approved, 


would you?" 
"Well. No.." 
Bruce shook his head. "A warning would have been nice. You know, expect coppers at dawn, that sort of thing." 


"Speaking of coppers," replied Eddie, nodding toward the window, "you two do know that you were followed here, 
don't you?" 


He laughed at the identical expressions of fear that flashed across both faces. "Oh dear. You two really are 
amateurs at this stuff, arent you?" 


"Shit. Now what?" 


"We're not doing anythin’ wrong," said Harry, jumping up and going to the window. Eddie stopped him and gave 
him a gentle push back toward the rickety chair. 


"No? A pair of murder suspects meeting up at the dead of night in a place they would normally never go? 


Dear oh dear. It'll be all let's be havin’ you sir and falling down the cell stairs before you know it. Look, leave it 


to me--" 
"No!" both men yelled, and Eddie laughed. 


‘lm not going to kill anyone. Well. I've got one more to do. Then itll be business as usual. You two just take 


care that you're with people doing perfectly innocent stuff for the next couple of days, right?" 


The two men nodded, Bruce shaking his head and rubbing his eyes. If anyone had told him he'd be involved with 


jes 
"You would still have done it," said Eddie absently. "The fame, the girls. You love it really, you old fraud" 
Bruce snorted, 

Harry chewed on his lip. "Eddie--" 

"Yeah?" 

He paused, throwing a glance at Bruce before frowning in the direction of their demon. "Make it 'urt, alright?" 


Eddie nodded. "Right you are, chief. Now give me ten minutes before you leave, right? And remember what | 


said. Be around people for the next day or so.” 
The two men nodded, and with a flare of blue light for a wink, Eddie was gone. 
"That went well” 

"Shut up, Bruce.” 

vee 


Once it had become clear that the two suspects were headed for the same place a single surveillance team 
took over. In this case, it comprised Detective Inspector Paul Simons and Detective Sarah Church, the pair that 
had interviewed Steve at his home the day before. They'd seen the strange lights in the window, and the third 
large figure striding about the room, they were a bit lost as to how this third person had got in, because the 
building only had one entrance and they were watching it. 


"Maybe he was waiting for them, sir," said Sarah, and Paul nodded. Must be. 


"He's a big bastard, though," muttered the Inspector, frowning as he saw the third man walk to the window. "l 


mean, those two are shortarses. This one must be.. | dunno.. six eight? Six nine?" 


The Inspector's window shattered, making him jump and shout as he was showered with glittering particles of 


safety glass. 
"Just a hair off seven feet, | think you'll find." 


Eddie leaned down to the window of the car, and turned the full force of his grin on the two police officers. 


‘I'm going that way. You gonna chase me, then?" 


He pointed down the street, and began to step back before changing his mind and leaning in the driver's side 


window again. "You. You're too pretty to be a copper. You and me ought to get together some time - we could 


party.” 


She squeaked, and went white. Eddie laughed, thumped the roof of the car and set off down the street, hands 
in the pockets of his jeans and whistling merrily. When he heard the roar of the car engine he didn't bother 
looking back, just took to his heels and lead them astray, never missing a beat, and happily plotting what he 


was going to do to his next victim. 
~~ 


"Christ!" yelped Bruce as he watched Eddie's unsubtle - but very effective - diversion tactic. "You should see 
this, Steve--" 


"Never mind. You just get out of ‘ere - I'll be along in a minute." 


Bruce paused, about to try and persuade Steve to change his mind - but then he realised that his friend was 
sitting on the old chair again, looking at the pictures of his family that he kept in his wallet. He sighed, clapped 
him on the shoulder and left; no arguing with the guy in this state. He just hoped he got home safely. 


Steve stared at the pictures, the smiling faces of his kids staring back, their laughter loud and clear even 
from the flat image. Unknown to him, a single tear ran down his face, and he ground his teeth in frustration 
before looking up at the darkened window once more. 


"Make it ‘urt bad Ed, real bad" 


~ Ke 


Chapter Nineteen 


Author's Notes: 
| can't remember whether or not I'd posted this before everything disappeared.. I'm posting the next chapter 
as well, so if this one hadn't been posted before, you guys are in for a treat- two new chapters! Character 
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It's true. I've changed. | can't believe what a bastard I've become. It's all | can think about on the two-hour 
drive from the airport to Toby's mother's house. If six months ago God himself came down from the heavens 
and told me | would cheat on Toby, | would have laughed in his face. And with Mitch? | would have dropped 
dead. | watch Toby as he drives, wondering what exactly he'd do if he knew. Leave me-yes. Kill me, probably. | 
just wish he had believed me when | had told him the truth. It would have ended there. It would have been just 
a momentary lapse of judgment due to lack of sex. | could almost convince myself when | put it like that. And 
the other night, the same thing. | hadn't had sex in nearly three weeks! Well maybe two and half weeks, but 
that's still a hell of a long time for a guy like me. I'm in awe of how Mitch went six. No wonder he let me fuck 


him. | never intended for things to go this far. There was no excuse for what | did on the plane today. 


| never imagined I'd be this conflicted. It should be obvious. Go back to the man | love and stop grabbing his 
brother's ass. | think back to my dream and Toby's prophetic words, "Who knew he'd be so hot?" Who indeed. | 
never would have thought so. Who knew that under that bad haircut, sneer, and baggy pants would the best 
fuck I've ever had. | can't believe | just thought that but it's true. When I'm around Mitch, all | want to do is 
fuck him senseless. But as soon as | see Toby, I'm wracked with guilt. | remember how much he means to me, 
how much | love him, and | never want to touch Mitch again. Then the little bastard struts by and | want to 
push him down and bend him over all over again. | turned and looked at Mitch passed out in the backseat of 
the rental car. A long thin string of drool hung from his open mouth. If | could only hold that image in my mind 
| wouldn't have a problem. 


That's it! | resolve never to touch him again. | glance out the windows. Not much traffic this far out. | reach 


down and undo Toby's pants. He looks over at me and grins. "There it is. | was hoping I'd see it again," | said. 
"My dick? You saw it last night," he giggled. 


"No Boo, that evil little smile," | replied. | pulled him free and gently stroked it. | brought my head to his lap. 
"Quietly now. We don't want to wake Sleeping Beauty," | warned before my mouth descended on his dick. 


As we drove up, | saw there were already two cars in the driveway. "Just great," Toby moaned, resting his 


head on the steering wheel. 


"What's the matter?" | asked. 


"My cousin is here..and my dad," he sighed. | had never met Toby's father but | had heard enough to know 
that it wasn't a good thing. "I figured he'd go to the funeral but | didn't think he'd have the audacity to come 
here today." 


Toby looked back at Mitch and sighed again. Mitch snored softly completely unaware that the person he truly 
hated most was just yards away. | took Toby's hand in mine and gave it a tight squeeze. Toby quickly jerked it 
back. | stared at him in shock. "I'm sorry," he said, placing his hand on mine briefly. "When we go in, you have 


to be careful. You can't touch me. Don't even stand too close. Not until he leaves." 
"Its alright. | get it," | said 


"We might as well leave Mitch in the car for now." Toby slowly opened the door and climbed out. As | closed 
the car door, | saw the face of an immense woman peering out behind the curtains of the front window. She 
waved and Toby halfheartedly waved back. She opened the door before we even reached it. "Toby, it's so good 
to see you. | just wish it were happier circumstances," she cried She had a sort of sing-songy voice that was 
disconcerting. 


"Hi Wendy. This is Shane," Toby replied, pointing his thumb towards me. 


"Well aren't you handsome. You remind me of someone but | can't think who. But you sure are cute. Why 


aren't you married?" She asked, staring down at my hand. | looked at Toby and gave a short laugh. 


"He's young. Why should he?" a deep voice boomed. | turned with a start. | came face to face with Mitch, in 
about twenty-five years. He stood just a little under six feet and was lanky. Still, he cut an imposing figure. He 
stood with his feet apart, like he was ready to throw a punch at the slightest provocation Mostly, it was his 
eyes. They were a steely blue and betrayed not the minimum of emotion "So here's my son. | thought you died 
years ago since | haven't heard from you." 


"Hello dad. How are you?" Toby asked. 


"l'm upright. Which is more than | can say for your mother. And where is the other one?" his father asked 
with hostile tone. 


"Mitch will be here later," Toby replied and stepped past his father into the living room. He stared down at a 
jumble of shoeboxes and papers on the coffee table. "What's all this?" he asked, picking up something that 
looked like a legal document and reading it. "What the hell do you think you're doing dad? You have no right 
going through this stuff" Toby yelled angrily. 


"No right? She was my wife wasn't she?" his dad gruffly asked. 


"You've been divorced for nearly twenty years!" Toby shouted, gathering it up and roughly shoving it back into 
the boxes. 


‘Somebody with some sense needed to look at! I'm looking out for you. Where did she get all that money and 
property is what I'd like to know. And she left it all to him! What do you think about that?" Toby's father 
stared smugly at his son, waiting for him to digest the news, hoping he was devastated. | stood back feeling 
very uncomfortable. People didn't openly argue in my family. In fact they didn't openly do anything. | had 
certainly gotten used to emotional outbursts. You can't live with Toby and not, but seeing him argue with 


people outside our immediate circle made me uneasy. 
"It was his to begin with," said Toby, stacking the shoeboxes and walking out. His father stomped after him. 


"How the hell would a kid like that get a hold on that kind of money? He's pissed away every dime that's 


crossed his palm since he was ten," his father responded. 


Toby turned to face his father glowering. "That kid is nearly thirty! And he's made more money in the last 
year then you will see in your lifetime. We both have. You'd know that if you ever bothered to pay attention” 


"So you're so rich you can afford to let him run off with whats yours?" 


"Is not mine!" Toby shouted. He was exasperated. If history serves, it was just a matter of moments before 


he really lost his temper. 


"Now Toby | put lots of food in the fridge for you boys," cousin Wendy twittered nervously. "All you have to 
do is heat it in the microwave. And there's soda in the garage. Oh and there's a pie. Do you still like lemon? | 
didn't know so that's what | made." She wrung a paper napkin in her hands and smiled. 


"Will you shut up, you fat simpering fool! Can't you see | was talking?” Mr.Dunnock snapped. Wendy laughed 
weakly and looked down still smiling. Now | know where the Dunnock boys learned the art of the hurtful remark. 
"If you let him walk off with millions, you're dumber than | thought!" he said, pointing a finger at Toby. "Nobody 
stays rich throwing it away. That's why | was looking out for youl” 


"You've never looked out for anybody but yourself," Toby replied coolly. 


"You little worthless piece of shit! Don't you ever take that tone with me. | brought you into this world and | 
can take you out of itl," his dad growled. Toby flinched but didn't move. 


"You so much as lay a finger on him and I'll rip your throat out with my teeth!" We all turned to see Mitch 
standing in the kitchen doorway. His eyes were narrow focused beams of unadulterated hate. His fists were 


clenched at his sides. 


"I should have known. If Toby has a battle to fight you'll never be far behind. So you're still beating up all the 


bullies for him huh?" he asked, sneering at his firstborn 


"Just one in particular old man. And I'd love for you to give me a reason Jimmy!" Mitch smiled. It was chilling. 


He edged in closer to his father. 


"You don't get to call me that! You haven't earned the right! You haven't even earned the right to call me 
father!" 


"| don't asshole!" Mitch screamed. His father swung fast and hard, connecting with Mitch's jaw and sending him 


flying. He hit the floor with a thud. 


| really should be going. | call you boys later," said Wendy, scurrying out. Toby stood frozen. Mitch stood up, 
rubbing his jaw. He made a lunge for his father but | grabbed him and pulled him back. 


"Seems the old man's still got it," Dad snickered. "You reek of booze. Still drinking. Your mother's brother died a 


drunken loser. He was about your age." 


Trying to hold on to Mitch, | turned to Mr. Dunnock and said, "I really think you better leave. Before | have to 


call the police." 


Mitch began laughing hysterically and shoved me away. "He's the sheriff you fucking idiot!" Mitch looked at his 
father. Shaking his head, he turned and walked out the backdoor. 


"Mitch, wait!" Toby called after him. Mitch stopped at the kitchen window and flipped Toby off. He headed down 
the driveway to the dirt road and turned, walking towards town. 


Chapter Twenty 
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December 4, 2002, Los Angeles, CA 


Scott picked up the phone. "Hello?" 
"Do you have any idea where my fucking brother is?" Michael demanded. 


Scott found his defensiveness overruled by his concern "No, what, you don't know either?! What the fuck? 
What's going on, Michael?" 


"Mark has lost his fucking mind, that's what's going on! Vicky called me almost in hysterics and I've been trying 
to track him down ever since, but he won't answer his fucking phone! He dumped her! Days before the wedding 
and he backs out! Gave her some line of bullshit about how people do things when they're caught up in 
emotional situations and he's just not sure he'd be marrying her for the right reasons so it's better to give it 
a little time! What the fuck is that supposed to mean? You don't break up with someone right before you 


marry them! And now he's ducking all calls and gone who knows where!" 


Scotts eyes widened as he felt perverse joy fill him. Mark had dumped Vicky?? His heart leapt and he barely 

stopped himself from laughing aloud into the phone. "Holy shit," he said instead, voice strained from trying to 

withhold the smile. "I'm sorry. | don't know what to tell you, he mustve just wanted some time to think about 
it after that. | haven't seen him since we got back from the awards show last night." 


"Such a dumb ass!" Michael swore. "He better be off figuring out what a huge mistake he just made and 
finding the best way to grovel back to her and spend the rest of his life making it up to her!" Michael sat 
down, still unable to believe Mark had done it. "I don't know what got into him, Scott, | just don't understand. 
Has he been acting weird on tour? Has he been fucking around behind her back? Is there another woman that 


no one knows about? If you know, just tell me, I'm trying to understand why he would do something like this." 


"| don't know, Michael," Scott said, still trying to force down his smile. "There's not another woman, I'd know if 
there was. But I've been having a lot of problems with Hillaree lately, you know that, maybe it just made Mark 
think harder about his own situation and how important it is to make the right decision when it comes to 


something like that." 


Michael grunted. "I don't think that's it, Vicky loves him and they've been together for a while now and hell, we 
all thought he loved her. What about drugs? Have you seen any evidence of that? | don't want to think my 


brother is that much of an asshole and a loser, Scott" 


Scott bristled a little. "Mark's fine, Michael. He's smoking no more pot than usual. How are you and Danielle 
doing? You guys have been together for awhile, planning the wedding yet?" he asked a bit snidely. 


Michael bit back the fuck off on the tip of his tongue. They all knew Danielle had a crush on Scott when 
Michael met her, but she was with him now, not Scott. "We're fine. If you see or hear from Mark, tell him to 
call me ASAP. Later." Michael cursed Scott as well as Mark when he hung up. 


% 
December b, 2002, Phoenix, AZ (post-concert) 


Scott knocked on Mark's door, adjusting the six-pack and bag of Tostitos he was holding. When the door swung 
open, Scott saw Mark's haggard face, and tamed the eagerness inside of him. "Hey man," he said softly. "Wanna 
talk?" 


Mark ran a hand over his face and stepped away from the door, leaving it open and walking to the sofa, 


collapsing on it. "Not really. | don't know that | can take much more of being called an asshole and a prick" 


Scott followed him, setting the food on the coffee table and sitting down beside him. "Why on earth would | call 
you that?" he asked. "Besides, you haven't answered your phone for two days, surely perfect strangers 


weren't calling you an asshole and a prick." He gave a small smile. 


"No, but just about every time | listened to a voice mail that's what | got. Michael, Dan, my dad, well, my dad 
didn't call me an asshole, Jeff..Vicky." He looked at Scott, then squeezed his eyes shut to push the tears back. 
"She was crying and yelling and | felt like the scum of the earth." He leaned forward, elbows on his knees and 
put his hands over his face. "Did | do the right thing, Scott? | don't know if | did. I've been thinking about it and 
| never wanted to do this, to hurt her, but | don't know! If | loved her like I'm supposed to, why would | be 
doing the things | do? Why would | be with you every chance | get? I'm so fucked up right now," he cried. 


Scott winced and felt guilt rise up; after all, he was every bit as guilty as Mark, if not moreso. He began to 
reach for Mark's hand, then stopped himself, not knowing if it was appropriate at the time. "Why did you break 
up with her?" he asked softly. 


Mark wiped his face and sniffed, leaning back again with his arms folded over his chest, keeping his eyes 
straight ahead. "| proposed not too long after Mom, you know that. Before..before you and | ever did anything, | 
was out of sorts about all the plans, you know that, too. I've had misgivings off and on for a while, that maybe 
| asked her too soon, maybe because she was there through the whole thing, | had made myself believe | felt 
more for her than | did. | was grateful to her. | think maybe | proposed more out of gratitude than love, not 


that | don't love her..l just don't know if it's enough." He looked at Scott then. "And then there's you." 


Scott dropped his eyes, not knowing how to respond. "I'm sorry," he said softly. "I'm not sorry that we are 
what we are.. I'm not sorry for what we have or what we do.. but I'm sorry that it's caused you confusion 
and grief, I'm sorry its made this more complicated for you." He met Mark's eyes then, heart twisting at the 
anguish in them. He reached out and took Mark's hand, then scooted closer and put his arm around his 
shoulders, squeezing him and kissing his temple. "I don't have the answers for you.. neither does anybody else. 


Only you can know if this is the right decision But no matter what | still love you." 


Mark put his head on Scots shoulder and squeezed his hand. "I felt guilt, Scott, not loss. Remorse, but not 
regret" He worked an arm around Scotts waist, hanging on tightly. "I don't know if it was right or wrong, | was 
tired of lying though," he said wearily. "Tired of trying to force the passion and love for her that | have right 


now with you. Tired of making excuses, so tired of it." 


"Then you made the right choice," Scott said softly, holding him tightly and shifting onto Mark's lap so he could 
hold him better. "Your family wants what's best for you.. they just don't realize all the factors that went into 
your relationship with Vicky, they couldn't, they aren't you." He pressed his lips to Mark's temple, hand coming 
up to stroke his head. 


"But | have to face them all and | don't want to do that," he whispered. "I can't tell them everything, they 
won't understand, they already don't. | tried to sleep and couldn't, tried to eat and couldn't get anything past 
the knot in my throat. Do you love me, Scott? | mean really love me? | just want to know that someone loves 
me and isn't disappointed in me," he sighed. 


"Yes | love you," Scott whispered fiercely. "Mark.. of course I'm not disappointed.. hell, | practically jumped for 
joy when Michael told me." He chuckled a little. "And it sure beat the hell out of my theory that you'd left 


because you were mad at me for making a fool of us on Tuesday. 


A low, small laugh escaped Mark. "| *was* mad at you. You were drunk off your ass and | tried to get you to 
stay at the hotel and you wouldn't, and | felt like you deserved whatever happened at that point. But you were 
still cute in your own way," he sighed. "| was glad you were at least a happy drunk that night. Until the red 
carpet, then you scared the shit out of me. | was so afraid you were going to say something and you were 


*all over% mel Hell, you were even rubbing my head after our name was called to go on stage." 


Scott grinned and rubbed Mark's head. "Your head feels funny to touch and | like to touch things. Plus | was 
Totally in love with you that night.. not quite sure why, since you were so pissed at me, but | was." He laughed 
softly. "lm sorry about that, though, | didn't mean to embarrass you. I'm not too thrilled with myself about it, 
either." 


"| didn't figure you would be when you came to yourself" Mark sighed again and squeezed Scott, then moved 
him off his lap and reached for a beer. "This is good, thanks." He eyed the chips, but still felt some of the knot. 
"| don't think I'm ready to eat yet, though, but you do know the way to my heart, don't you?" He took Scotts 


hand, fingers interlocking. "Thank you for being supportive at a time when no one else is." 


Scott squeezed his hand and smiled. "That's what best friends are for, right? And lovers." He looked at him 


closely. "You sure you don't want anything to eat? You look like hell.” 


‘I'm sure, thanks." He tried to smile a little. "Are lovers supposed to tell each other when they don't look good? 
| don't remember reading that in the handbook." 


"If | recall correctly you had no hesitation to tell me on Tuesday, so we're even" Scott grinned. "I think lovers 
is about being willing to tell the truth but still loving anyway. And with that in mind, | love you, and | am NOT 
disappointed in you." 


Mark moved further down the sofa and laid his head in Scott's lap, murmuring, the gratitude making him teary 
again "| love you." He rubbed Scot's knee and kissed his thigh through his pants. "Can | have your wrist?" 


Scott clasped Mark's hand in his own, his other hand going to run over Mark's head. "It'll be okay.. it'll take 
some time, but | think ultimately you'll be happier, instead of making a permanent decision that you weren't 


sure of." 


"I hope so," Mark whispered, bringing Scotts wrist to his mouth, kissing it, then sucking it tenderly. He lifted it 
away for a moment. "I just want to feel loved, and you're doing that." He began laving and nibbling again. 


"Good, because | do love you," Scott murmured, feeling a shiver run down his spine at Mark's attention. Too 
much uncertainty over the past couple of days, too much fear, too much excitement.. he resisted the urge to 
take him to bed and ravish him. His hand moved down Mark's head to his neck, rubbing it gently. "Just tell me 


what you need and l'm here." 


"Hold me, love me, make me forget everything," he pleaded. "I just don't want to think about it anymore, Scott, 
at least not for a little while." 


"Want to stay here or do you want to go to bed?" Scott asked softly, continuing his caresses of Mark's skin 


"Bed," Mark answered, "| can feel you more there." He sat up and let Scott pull him to his feet, holding Scot's 
hand as they walked He sat on the bed, looking up at Scott. "I do love you." 


Scott lay down and urged Mark down beside him before gathering Mark into his arms, holding Mark's head 
against his chest and letting his chin rest on top of Mark. "I love you too and I'm sorry you're hurting." His 
hands stroked up and down his back, kneading at the tense muscles. "Tell me whatever you want, or don't tell 


me anything, but I'm here for you." He kissed the top of his head. 
Mark nuzzled into Scott's chest, lifting his head enough to suck the skin at the base of his throat. His hand 


moved up between them, rubbing over Scott's chest. He sighed against him. "Touching makes me feel better," 


he told Scott, working a thigh to rest between Scotts. 


Scott shivered again and fought the surge of arousal. "How much touching?" he asked softly, dipping his head 


to kiss Mark's forehead, then his cheek. His hand came up to cup Mark's face. He looked in Mark's eyes. "I love 
you." He kissed him softly. 


Mark moved his leg up a little, realizing that Scott wasn't fully aroused, but somewhat, and began to rub it 
against him. "There's no one else to hurt, it's over, | did it. Do you want to make love to me?" He wondered 
about his phrasing as soon as he said it, worrying if using the term was going to mess anything up. Would 
Scott tell him it wasn't really making love, that though he loved him, it was just sex between them? "Maybe | 
shouldn't have said that..." 


Scott released a shuddering breath at the contact and kissed him again. "Why not? Isn't that what it is?" He 
held Mark's face in his hands. "Look at me," he whispered. "I love you and I'm going to make love to you, don't 
doubt that for a second" He sucked Mark's upper lip into his mouth. "Besides, | was ready to jump you the 


minute you showed up tonight, | was hard the whole damn show, and you're worried | don't want you?" 


He kissed Scott back, his own hands holding Scott's face. He pulled away a little, brow creased. "Why do you still 
want me? I've been living like a coward, having you in private and Vicky in public. | waited until just a few days 
before the wedding, after everything was set, to stop it, when I've been having doubts for a while. My 


indecision can't be attractive." 


Scott met his eyes. "| understand that it was a hard choice to make," he said. "| understand that there's a lot 
going on that makes this complicated. And | think it's far less cowardly to be honest with Vicky, even so late in 
the game, than to lie to her and yourself by going through with the wedding just because it would cause a stir 
if you backed out" 


Mark's eyes dropped to Scot's chest. "A stir?" He smiled a little, "That's putting it mildly." He moved his leg 
from between Scott's and put it over Scott's hips, pressing closer to him, and sucking the base of his throat 
again. "Hard the whole show, huh? And happy when you found out?" He sucked hard for a few moments, then 


half growled. "No more sharing..with anyone." 


Scott felt the hardness return with a vengeance and rolled Mark onto his back, rubbing against him as he 
kissed Mark passionately. "No more sharing," he echoed, groaning at the feel of Mark against him. He lowered a 
hand to run under Mark's shirt, over his stomach and side, as he kissed his way down to Mark's neck, sucking 
and biting. "You're mine now." 


"Yes.." Mark sighed, reaching for the hem of Scotts shirt and pulling at it, tugging it over his head. "I'm yours 
and you're mine." Mark lifted a leg, putting it over Scotts hip, sucking Scotts shoulder enthusiastically. "I want 
you..with me, in me, just love me." 


Scott kissed him hungrily, rocking against him as he pushed Mark's shirt up, pulling it over his head and then 
going for his pants. "I will, | am," Scott breathed, rapidly unbuttoning and unzipping them both, pushing their 
pants and boxers down and kicking them off the bed. He grasped Mark in his hand and sighed, murmuring 
against Mark's neck "You feel so good.. | missed you." 


Mark pushed up against Scott's hand. "So do you." He reached for Scotts other hand and brought it to his 
mouth, sucking his wrist again, his lips moving up toward Scott's elbow. "Mark you all the way up, all over 


you," he muttered against the skin. "Mine, only mine.” 


Scott chuckled a little, then groaned. "Aren't | the one who should be all possessive?" he murmured, sucking on 
a patch of skin on Mark's chest. He ran a hand up Mark's thigh. "Now, where's your lube?" 


"Bag, on the dresser," Mark said, quickly going back to Scott's arm. 


Scott kissed the skin beneath him and then gently pulled his arm away, pushing off the bed and going to find 
Mark's lube. He found the bottle and returned to the bed, putting some on his hand and placing the bottle on 
the nightstand. He ran his hand over his own cock before reaching out to grasp Mark's, running up and down it 
gently as he leaned forward to kiss Mark again. "I'm going to make love to you," he murmured, letting his hand 
play along Mark's shaft and balls, fingers drifting down to caress Mark's hole. "I'm going to make you mine, I'm 
going to show you that | love you, Mark" He slipped one finger inside. "I want you to feel it, Mark, | want you 
to feel that | love you and that | want you." 


Mark found Scott's shaft and stroked it, feeling Scott throb against his hand. "That's what | want, Scott, | want 
you to love me, however you want to." He rolled Scott on top of him and lifted his legs, putting both over 
Scott's hips and reaching from Scotts cock to his ass, pushing him down. Mark's eyes closed and a moan left 
him when their shafts touched. He opened his eyes again, bringing Scotts neck to his mouth, biting at it. "I need 
you." He saw a flush of red on Scotts neck and bit again, a little lower. 


Scott pushed another finger into Mark, working him as he thrust lightly against Mark's cock, mimicking the 
movement that he would soon be performing inside his body. His other hand grasped Mark's face, holding him 
still as Scott kissed him deeply. "I'm going to be inside of you," he breathed in Mark's ear. "I'm going to make 
you mine" He shifted, withdrawing his fingers and pressing his cock against Mark's entrance. "Are you ready 


for me?" 


Mark's body shuddered when Scott's breath touched his ear and sent sparks through him. "Yes, please," he 
moaned, pulling Scotts mouth back to his and letting his tongue re-enter the warm sweet recesses. He put one 
leg higher on Scott's hip, letting the other fall to the bed "Now, Scott," he pleaded desperately, "be inside me, 


love me, make me all yours, only yours." 


Scott pushed inside of him with a single stroke, his breath escaping him in a rush as he felt the warmth and 
tightness surround him. He plundered Mark's mouth with his own, using his hand to stroke up Mark's thigh, 
holding him close as he began to thrust. "You belong to me," Scott groaned, biting at Mark's neck, fingers 
tightening around his thigh. "All mine. Touch yourself, Mark" 


Mark found his own cock and began to stroke it, his other hand lifting Scott's face so he could pull and suck on 
Scott's full bottom lip. He held it with his teeth and then let go, looking into Scott's eyes. "Does it feel even 
better? It does, doesn't it?" he asked, realizing this was the first time Scott had forgone a condom to be inside 


him. Mark's eyes slanted as his head tilted back from the pleasure, both physical and emotional, that Scott was 


bringing him. "I love you," he gasped out, rocking his own hips to help Scott hit the right spot inside him. 


Scott kissed and bit at the underside of Mark's chin, breathing heavily as he felt the intimate contact between 
them. "Yes.. fuck, Mark, you feel so good," he gasped, moaning as Mark's movements helped him slide in to the 
utmost. "Do you feel it, Mark? We're completely together now, there's nothing between us, nothing." He 

reached between them and closed his hand over Mark's as they worked his cock together. "You're mine and I'm 


yours and *no one else*," he punctuated his words with a hard thrust. 


"No one," Mark agreed, panting. He lifted his head, mouth on Scott's shoulder, sucking harder as Scott continued 
to find his spot with his cock He growled against Scotts skin, biting down "Fuck," he hissed, "that's it, just like 
that, right there..fuck, love me, Scott. feel you loving me..you're going to make me come for you...” Mark 


pulled Scott's mouth to his again, sucking hard on Scott's tongue. 


Scott bit at Mark's lips, grunting as he thrust, trying to seat himself as deeply as possible within him. "Yes," 
he groaned, "Come for me, Mark, feel me love you, know that | love you, believe that | love you, | want you to 
come for me, Mark, I'm going to come for you, | love you so much, fuck, Mark.” He gasped in Mark's ear, 


dragging his lips across his skin, thrusting harder and faster. 


Their hands moved faster on Mark's shaft and his body strained up to meet Scott's. "Coming for you, just for 
you, | love you, Scott, need you.." He groaned, feeling his release freed as it washed over him, landing between 
them. The shudders of the orgasm moved through his body, leaving him gasping for air, Scott's name and 
words of love leaving his chest. "Love you, want you, need you, missed you," he said, kissing all over the side of 


Scott's face. 


Scott's breath left him in short cries as he pounded into Mark, going faster and faster until he felt the rush 
of the orgasm, crying out Mark's name as he came, spending himself inside of him. He shuddered as he came 
down, trembling and kissing Mark's face and neck as he muttered, "Love you, Mark, love you so much, now 


you're mine." He came to rest on top of him, holding Mark closely. "All mine." 


Mark put his arms around Scott, holding him just as tightly. "Yes, no more sharing, either of us. Thank you, 
Scott, thank you so much for giving me this, | needed it so much." 


Scott kissed Mark softly and thoroughly, caressing his face with his hands. "I love you, Mark, I'm so glad | 
could do this for you, | want to be able to help you however | can" He looked in his eyes. "tll all be okay.’ 


Mark smiled softly. "I believe you. Right now, here with you, | feel like it will be, and that means more to me 
than | can tell you." Mark's eyes closed for a moment as Scott withdrew from him, then he reopened them. 


"Now | feel so empty," he whispered, but pulled Scott tight again. “There, that's better." 


Scott smiled and held him closely. "I'm not leaving you, just because l'm not inside of you doesn't mean I'm not 
with you." He kissed him softly. "But we're going to be stuck together permanently if we don't take a shower. 
How ‘bout we do that and then I'll hold you while we go to sleep." 


Mark chuckled. "I think you're right and it sounds like a good plan to me." He reluctantly let Scott go, then got 


up and followed him into the bathroom, swatting Scotts behind. "You really do have a much nicer ass than me." 


Scott grinned at him. "All the better for you, it means you get to enjoy it." He closed the door behind them. 


Chapter Twenty One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for the reviews- | really do appreciate them. As usual, character POV indicated in the top left-hand 


corner. Another minor filler.. 


Food and drinks delivered, the six men and one not quite human sat around the table, eyeing each other as 
they waited for the tale to unfold. Steve pointedly ignored the sly looks, focusing on his curry and trying very 
hard to pretend they weren't all waiting for him. 


"Well, since I'm the only one who isn't stuffing food in their mouth, | should begin" Eddie leaned back in his 


chair, making sure all attention was on him before he began to speak. 

"It all started when someone found a book." 

Steve threw down his fork. "Ed, shut up. If anyone is gonna tell this | will” 

Ed winked at the rest, waving his hand at Steve. "By all means Harry, the floor is yours." 

Steve shot him a glare, rolling his eyes. "Well, like ‘e said, it all started wif a book..." 

Leytonstone, England ITTI 

Steve searched through the shelves, intent on finding the book he had seen last week that had several old 
poems he thought could be used as the basis for lyrics. He should have bought it then, but as always, money 
was tight and he hadn't really been able to spare it with every extra penny going towards the band. Spotting a 
thin volume crammed behind the other books, he worked it free, flipping it open. A strange language filled the 
pages, nothing he had ever seen before. 

"What's that?" 


Steve shrugged. "Don't know, can't understand a bludi word." Dennis peered over his shoulder. 


"Looks like nonsense to me." Steve rolled his eyes. Not as much nonsense as comes out of you. | just hope this 


bloke Paul turns out to be good enough that the weekend will be the last of you 


"Woteffer it is I'm gonna take it and see if | can figure it out. The book | was lookin’ for isn't ‘ere any more." 


Leaving Dennis making eyes at some bird in the next aisle, Steve headed to the front of the store to pay for 


the strange volume. 


Steve sat on his bed, slowly turning the pages and trying to figure out exactly what language it was. He really 
didn't understand why he had bothered to buy the book, it was almost as if something had told him to and he 


couldn't say no. A strange drawing made him pause, dark brown eyes examining the creature depicted there. 


"Scary lookin’ bloke." Steve squinted, slowly reading the words under the drawing. "Senciacas destraint hoy 
carnivortium ‘ostelent wickum forstrunious ‘elloanct..bludi ‘ell" Steve shook his head, closing the book and 
tossing it onto the table beside the bed. "Woteffer it says, you need a bludi quick tongue to say it" Turning out 
the light, he lay down, closing his eyes. 


A brief flash in the corner of the room illuminated the sleeping figure, fading into two pinpoints of blue fire 
that burned in the darkness as they examined the man on the bed. A low rattle cause Steve to shift in his 
sleep, a nightmare briefly touching his mind before moving on. The pinpoints approached the bed, a withered 
hand reaching out and placing fingertips lightly on the forehead of the sleeping man. 


Interesting A very active mind, even at rest. Plans, dreams and determination. A constant churning of creativity 
and emotion This one may be worthy indeed Of course, if not, it would be a simple matter to take this already 
Tortured mind and tip it over the edge... 


The man shifted again, flipping onto his back, eyes darting about under closed lids. 
He senses me. But he thinks | am just a part of his dreams 


Steve moaned softly, a light sweat breaking out on his face as he twisted on the bed. The fingers withdrew, 
the blue lights flaring red for a moment before shifting back. Moving silently, the newcomer returned to the 


shadows, hunkering down and waiting for the morning. 


Steve's eyes fluttered open. As always he felt a moment of disorientation as he came the rest of the way 
awake, stretching under the sheets and yawning. Strange dreams the night before had made him restless; he 
could tell by the way the bedclothes were wrapped around his body that he had spent part of the night 
tossing and turning. He couldn't quite grasp the remnants of the dreams though, it was as if they were just 


out of his reach. 


Untangling himself, he swung his legs over the edge of the bed, rubbing his eyes and yawning again before 
pushing himself to his feet and shuffling towards the loo. A lot of things to do today, he had to get together 
with Davey and talk about the possible replacement for Dennis. Some friend of Doug's - what was his name 


again? Paul, that was it. 


Shuffling to the kitchen, Steve noticed a strange odor, a combination of several things. Sweet, but also smoky 
and a hint of..sulfur? He couldn't tell where it was coming from, in fact it seemed to be pretty much 
everywhere. Deciding the it must be coming from one of the neighbor's homes, he shrugged it off, setting 
about making coffee and staring out the window while he waited for it to brew, his mind still on matters of 


the band. 


His band. Iron Maiden. Maybe this latest change he was planning would be the last one. He certainly hoped so, 
some days it seemed as if every time they got together to practice a new face would be staring at him. 
Coffee finally done, he grabbed a mug and poured, turning to sit down at the table and begin making notes for 
the gig later on 


The mug slipped through his fingers, shattering on the floor, the hot coffee splashing on the legs of his 
sweatpants and over his feet. He never felt a thing; his heart was sitting about a centimeter shy of his 
throat, his eyes nearly bulging out of his head in terror at the sight before him. Backpedaling, he slammed into 
the counter, his legs giving out and sending him to the floor in a heap, his mind fighting to retain cohesive 


thought. 
The apparition cocked its head. "Good morning Steve." 


Steve's mouth moved soundlessly, his eyes taking in what was before him, his mind refusing to believe it was 
really there. The same strange smell drifted towards him as it stood, its head nearly brushing the ceiling as it 
crossed the room and crouched in front of him. 


"Whereas | don't find it important to breathe, | think it would be best if you did" A strange approximation of a 


grin on the creature's face made Steve swallow hard, finally managing to pull a bit of air into his lungs. 
"Wot..00...2" 
"What? Who?" the creature mocked him, the strangely lit eyes showing its amusement. 


Steve pushed himself up, his body shaking as his eyes darted frantically around the small room. This had to be 
a dream. That was it, he was still asleep, in bed and having another nightmare. Bloody good one too in fact. A 
dry rattle spilled from the creature's mouth. Was it laughing at him? 


"You're not dreaming. You're awake. See?" Steve bent backwards, watching in horror as a hand came toward 


him. A sharp pinch on his arm made him yelp. "If you were dreaming, that wouldn't have hurt." 


Steve shook his head, closing his eyes. "Not ‘appening, not real. Don't care if it ‘urt, this is a dream." Cracking 


one eye open, Steve groaned. The creature was still there, now standing even closer. 


"You'd better sit down before you fall again" Steve watched in disbelief as the creature opened a cupboard, 
pulling out another mug and filling it with coffee. Carrying it over to the table, he beckoned to Steve. "Here, 


have a seat." 


Steve had thought his legs were glued in place, so he was shocked to find them carrying him forward to the 
table, his arse thumping heavily into the chair the creature had indicated. Retaking his seat, the thing sighed, 
leaning its arms on the table and looking a bit peeved. 

"Look. | am not a creature, a thing, an it or any of those less than flattering names." 

Steve wrapped his shaking hands around the cup. "Then wot are you?" 

"You don't know? You summoned mel" 

Steve shook his head. "I didn't summon anyfing. An’ if | did, that would mean yer a..." 

"Right. A demon 


Steve shook his head again. "There are no such fings." 


That dry rattle again, this time accompanied by a withered finger being shaken in his direction. "Wrong my 
friend. | sit here before you as proof that there is!" 


Steve took a minute to look at the thing sitting across from him. With a loud growl, it stood, placing its hands 
on its hips and glaring, the blue eyes tinged with red. "I told you, | am not a thing!" 


Steve reared back in his chair. Could the bloody thing read his..? 

"Yes | can So stop calling me that!" 

Steve groaned, propping his elbows on the table and dropping his head into his hands. “Fine. Wot do | call you 
then?" Some part of his still confused brain was sending a very loud message - he was nof sitting here having 


a conversation with a thi..demon. 


Sitting back down, the demon gave a satisfied nod. "Right. Demon. And my name is not something you would be 
able to say, so what do you want to call me?" 


"Ow about long distance? Very long?" 

Steve winced as a booming laugh filled the small space, the windows rattling in sympathy as his ears resounded 
with the noise. Christ's sake, his bass didn't make them ring like that! Even plugged into a stack and combined 
with the rest of the band's amplified sound there was less of a ringing in them! The laugh ended as abruptly 


as it had begun, the demon leaning forward and staring at Steve. 


"You can't get much longer distance than where l'm from." 


London, England 1999 
Davey whistled. "Good point there Edl" 


Eddie shrugged, grinning at Steve. "Oh, well there was more to come. Once our Harry got over the shock of 


finding a demon in his kitchen he got all puffed up he did." 


Steve snorted. "You try findin’ somefink that looks like you wif no warning and no idea wot it is or where it 


came from and see ‘ow you act!" 
Bruce waved his hand. "Come on, this is just getting good! Back to the story!" 


Steve sighed. "So | went in and got dressed and tried to fink of somefink to do about this thing in me kitchen..." 


Steve was surprised at how steady his hands were as he quickly dressed, not wanting to leave the crea..demon 


alone too long. Who knew what it was capable of? 
He didn't want to find out. 


His eyes lit on the book sitting next to his bed. Could it have been? Picking it up, he walked back to the kitchen, 
stopping in the doorway and taking his first good look at the... Right. At some point, he was going to have to 


call it something. 


It must have been close to seven feet tall, the spikes of the white hair nearly brushing the ceiling. Dressed in 
a tattered t-shirt and jeans, long legs and very thin, skin the color of..was it skin? Whatever, it was wrinkled, 
or more like grooved; the closest thing he could use to describe it would be a mummy. But no mummy he had 
ever seen had eyes that glowed with blue fire, and as Steve had seen they could change in an instant and burn 


red. 

And the smell. Oddly sweet, like you would expect to find in a room full of spices, but that underlying stink of 
sulfur now made a lot more sense seeing where it had come from. If it hadn't been the most frightening thing 
Steve had ever seen, he would actually have had to admit that it looked pretty cool. 

"Didn't your mum teach you it isn't polite to stare?" 


Steve grinned. "Sorry, just trying to figure out wot to call you. You don't look like anyfink I've ever seen" 


"You play in a band?" 


Steve's eyes narrowed. "| haf me own band" 
The demon snorted. "Prickly litle thing aren't you?" 
Steve's jaw clenched. "Bit of a cunt, aren't you?" 


The amused snort nearly blew Steve's now empty cup off the table. "I like you. You're pretty nervy for such a 
little thing." 


Steve slammed the book down on the table. "Now look ‘ere, just cause I'm not rubbin' me ‘ead on the ceiling..." 
"Speaking of heads, what is that?" Following the direction of the gnarled finger, Steve grinned. 

"That's one of the fings we use onstage. Eddie the ‘ead 

"Eddie. | like it. Eddie the Head. Edward T. Head. That's what you can call me. 

Steve rolled his eyes. "Yer a bit more than an ‘ead 

"So? Maybe you should think about adding a body" 


The demon stood, walking past Steve and into the living room. "You know, if you would just put your mind to it 
and let me help, you might actually do more than play pubs for the rest of your life.” 


Steve rolled his eyes, trailing behind the demon. "Don't tell me ‘ow to run me band. And ‘ow would you know?" 
Eddie tapped a finger to his temple. "I hear everything you think 

"Well stop doin’ it. It's a bit freaky." 

Eddie gave Steve a mocking bow. "As you wish." 

"Wait. You ‘ave to listen to me?" 

"You summoned me. Therefore | am yours to command.” 

"Then go back." 

Eddie threw his head back, that booming laugh again making Steve's ears ring. 

‘Not that easy Steve. Not that easy at all.” 


Steve swore softly. "An’ just ‘ow did | summon you?" 


Eddie shrugged. "You spoke the words. Not very well, but close enough." 
"From the book?" Steve glanced back at the table. If it could summon him, maybe it could send him back... 


Steve missed the narrowing of Eddie's eyes. He may have told him to stop reading his mind, but that didn't 
mean that he actually did. "Yes, from the book" 


A knock on the door of the flat made Steve jump, his face blanching. "Fuck! You need to ‘ide” 

Eddie grinned as he crossed his arms over his chest. "Why? Not looking to share me?" 

Steve snorted. "I don't fink | want anyone knowin’ | ‘ave a bludi demon as a ‘ousequest 

Eddie screwed his face into an attempt at a pout, drawing a reluctant laugh from Steve. He slipped into the 
shadowed hallway, the only indication he was there being those bright blue pinpoints of light. Steve shook his 


head. "No Ed, | can still see yer eyes." 


Grumbling, the demon slipped into the bedroom. Steve opened the door, nearly getting smacked in the face as 
Davey raised his hand to knock again "Hey Harry! We practicing today?" 


Steve nodded. "I'll be right out, lemme get me bass." 


Davey's jaw dropped as the door shut in his face. That wasn't like Harry; normally they had a natter before 
heading off. Shrugging to himself, Davey leaned against the wall to wait. 


Steve entered the bedroom, shouting as he saw what Eddie was up to. "That's me journal!" 
Eddie nodded. "| know. And you really should let me help you. You've got some good ideas but...” 
Steve snatched the books from his hands. "Look, you don't know a fing about me band." 


"Iron Maiden. Lots of blokes popping in and out. You really need a new singer. And who is that cute little 
blonde?" 


Steve's brows drew together. "Wot cute..you mean Davey?" 
Ed nodded. "The guitarist right?" 
"Cute? Wot? You telling me you like blokes?" 


Eddie gave Steve a wink. "I'm a demon. | like anything.’ 


Steve groaned. "| ‘ave to go to practice. Stay ‘ere and stay out of trouble!" 
Eddie watched him go, waiting until he heard the door close behind Steve. "Trouble? Me?" 
He went to the kitchen, picking up the book Steve had left on the table. "Now this is trouble." Setting the book 


in the sink, Eddie waved his hand over it, watching as a bright burst of flame engulfed it, reducing it to ashes. 
"One problem solved." Feeling a familiar twitch in his groin, Eddie grinned. "Now, time to find that blonde..." 


Chapter Twenty Two 


Author's Notes: 

Sorry it's taken me a little longer than usual to update.| must admit, | just clean forgot to! *hides in shame* 
Thanks to all you lovely people that reviewed- you're the ones that keep me writing this thing! Anyway, hope 
you keep reading and enjoy this chapter! 


Author's Notes: Hey believe it or not | actually have an uber swell reason for this chapters lateness.my 
fucking computer caught a virus! Yes a virus that cut off my internet connection.my friend Rick has since 
remedied the problem, mostly it affected my internet connection but there were two or three days when | 
couldn't even open up windows. | freaked out something bad, considering that I've lost a hard drive and stories 
before, | eventually got them back but by the time | did all passion for the plot lines had died out.| wasn't as 
freaked this time as | was last though, considering | knew I'd only have to re-write this chapter thanks to my 
work already being posted on the internet. Luckily I've had to rewrite nothing that | didn't feel needed editing, so 
be grateful to Mr. Rick and my Gram-Gram for this chapter's existence. 


On a more serious note | would like to urge anyone who reads this to help out the victims of Hurricane Katrina 
in anyway they can. You see, I'm more than just a little disgusted of the news reporters who've covered the 
entire thing like it was the fucking Oscars. So to make them suffer turn off your TV and go help, donate, 
volunteer, just stop watching the assholes who're making money off the suffering of other people. Thank you 


my rant is over. 


The first time that any of our group had ever entered Rout 66 it was purely accidental. It was shortly after | 
moved in and | was paid by Josh and Derrick to be the DD for a bunch of their gay/lesbian friends while they 
all went clubbing. | didn't mind, Josh and Derrick's friends were really sweet, even the butches, and they all 
pretty much respected the fact | was straight. The only thing that was ever a black spot on the overall 
experience for me was this chick called Tandy, whom | had to remind once or twice to keep her hand of my leg 
and steering wheel. The night was a blast, | even spanked some planks with the girls. There were pictures taken 
but they've since been destroyed since Nicky, being a wise-ass, decided to send them to my mom for 
Christmas. | got a screeching phone call at 9 AM Christmas morning, followed closely by a pacifying phone call 
from my dad, followed very closely by me bruising Nicky's rib cage with my combat boots. 


Anyways.. 


Sometime around four AM, after | had dropped almost everyone off at their respective homes, Josh said he 
was craving pancakes. Since there was no place Derrick or | knew of that was open at four in the fucking 
morning and was serving goddamn pancakes, we attempted to dissuade him (Derrick tried to dissuade, | simply 
told him to shut the fuck up if he wanted to live to see five AM). It looked like | might be duck tapping his 
mouth when Martinique, the only girl left in the car besides myself, said she knew this really great little joint 
that was open all night and served breakfast 24/1. | followed her directions and that lead us to Route bb, the 


best restaurant in the San Francisco area. 


The moment | set foot through the door | was enchanted (or at least not as cranky as | had been in the car). 
It was one of those eccentric/eclectic dinners with posters, pictures of cult status celebrities, cardboard cut 
outs, and even retro candy wrappers stuck to the walls and the backs of the booths. Plus they played really 
good music, The Police being the first thing to greet my ears as | walked in. And then there was the food.(lm 
drooling at the thought even as | write) 


Route bb didn't really have a theme for their menu, they just kind of served a litle bit of everything. You 
could get pancakes and sausage with some vegan pasta, humus with steak, chicken curry with apple pie, so on 
and so forth. Then they also had a brewery in the back that made this sinfully rich English ale.. Let me just 
say this, Route 66 was about the only place | ever got drunk at intentionally, and it was all on pints of their 
ale. If it had had caffeine, it might have even replaced my beloved Cherry Coke, as my favorite drink 


Needless to say Derrick, Josh, and | loved the place and we decided to let our other roommates in on our new 
discovery. That one early morning excursion to quell Josh's drunken craving became a golden point for the who 
AP family as Val, Jonny, and Nicky, all fell in love with th place as well. The guy who co-owned Route 66, Max 
Kirby, was equally thrilled that we enjoyed his cozy little niche as he was a fan of AP. Sometimes we got free 
desserts in exchange for pictures to put on the wall, and once or twice he asked us to play on music night, and 
when | say us | actually mean us as in AP plus myself. Max was a devoted enough fan to have actually read 
the CD covers to AP's albums, and knew | was credited for being second guitarist on many of their in studio 
recordings. The guy always seemed a tad sweet on me, and | might have taken advantage of his frequent winks 
or invites to his friend's club had | not already devoted my life on waiting for Jonny. As | had, | was stuck 
blushing like crazy whenever Max looked at me with his laughing blue eyes and politely declining the offers 
while Nicky and Val snickered at my out of character behavior. | was hoping though, as | got ready that sunny 
March afternoon that the evening would be filled more or less with happy dining conversation and not my 


scarlet face. 


Dressing for our big night out | actually thought over what | would wear, almost getting frustrated over 
selections. | already had the pants picked out, my favorite black and red bondage pants with the really wide 
legs, the only thing left was my shirt. The trouble for me was having to decide between a black tank that read 
"You nonconformists are all alike" and a red T-shirt that had the AP logo on the front. In the end, after 
becoming quite ashamed of myself, | tossed them both and grabbed a black mesh shirt along with a purple 
half tee before runing to do my makeup. 


Along with being the AP chauffeur | was also the AP human memo, which meant that | had to go around the 
damn house after my shit was together and make sure everyone else was on their toes. Again it's the curse 
of a the female genome. So after putting on my minimal makeup | tramped down the little staircase leading to 
my room to approach my house mates. Their was loud music coming from Nicky's room, so | thought not to 
bother with him, loud music meant he was alert. Still knowing he was male | knocked on his door, simply to 
remind him that we were giving Josh our ‘road gifts' that night during dinner. 


After about five seconds his drenched black Mohawk popped out of the door. 


"Sup?" he asked looking down at me, slightly confused, a damp fringe of black covering his left eye and dripping 


onto the dark wooden floorboards. 


"Don't forget your gift, kay?" | told him, thinking with great chagrin that | was sounding somewhat like 


Derrick's mother Genevieve, who, with five boys and one forgetful girl, was a complete hen 


| won't, Mommy dearest," he said with one of his little smiles that gave me the urge to lay my palm up the 
side of his head. 


"You better not!" | said putting on my most threatening face (which | don't think is very threatening at all). 


"And God help you if | come in there later and find any damn wire coat hangers in your closet boy!" 


Nicky gave a girly squeak before ducking back into the safety of his room, or as we in the manor called it, The 
Toxic Waste Zone. Yes, Nicky, manner less, slovenly, and useless in a car, poor fellow. The guy was lucky he 
was a drummer in a semi-famous band, because that was absolutely the only way he way he could any tail 
once all the girls got to see past his boyish good looks. Of course he was also quite dense so he would never 


notice it. | do believe | was more than a little envious of his blissful ignorance. 


Leaving Nicky | went across the hall to Val's room where the door was slightly ajar and | could hear him still 
talking like Derrick did whenever he was around one of his infant nieces or nephews. Slightly wary about what | 
might see, | swallowed back any and all reservations to peer around the door and to Val's bed. It took every 


ounce of willpower | had to keep from busting out laughing over the sight before me. 


Val, looking like he'd had his shower and a very nice nap, was reclining on his mattress with Kernie on his 

chest, petting her and making the most ridiculous faces that | had yet to see from him. Before he could catch 
my eyes peeking at him | dove back into the hall, holding my sides and biting my lip. There was something very 
wrong with that boy, | decided there and then, hell there was something very wrong with all of my friends. Of 


course, they were my friends, after all 
After regaining my composure | politely, and loudly, rapped on the oaken slab. 
"Come inl" he said; | swear | heard springs rustle. 


"Hey, Vallee," | said, pretending not to notice that Kernie had rolled onto her back in his lap, as if placed there 


quickly and awkwardly. | leaned against the doorframe. "You sleep well?" 


"Yeah, Kernikins and | had a rice long sleep," Val told me, readjusting the obese marmalade feline so that she 


didn't smother to death under her own fur. He scratched her ears. 


"Good," | said with a cheerful smile. "Just came down to make sure you were gettin ready and remind you 


about Josh's gift." 


"Yeah, | know," Val said with a half smile, cocking his head to the bedside table where a neatly wrapped blue 
and green package sat. Vallee was like a master gift wrapper, he had, as Nicky so artfully put it, department 


store style, when it came to presents. 
"Oky-doke, just doing my duties as the AP manor maid," | said with a dramatic hand gesture to my forehead. 


"Yeah right," Val said with a derisive snort, taking precious time away from grooming Kernie to throw a paper 
wad at me. "That particular position has already been filled Her name is Josh Oberlin, the bitch was in my 
room touching shit over tour. Plus there's a very scantily cut uniform she has in her closet downstairs to 


prove it." 


"I don't want to know how you know that," | said caught between the urge to shiver and laugh at the idea of 


Josh in a French maid's uniform. | went with the shiver. 
"And you think | do?" he asked quite seriously, blue eyes sort of crazed with things | was glad | could not see. 


"All right, leaving before you divulge too much information," | said turning quickly on the heel of my combat 
boot and grasping the door handle. "Don't get so absorbed in petting our cat that you miss the car. You know 
Derrick and Jonny will make us leave without you." 


"Yeah, | do," | heard him grumble as | closed the door, both of us remembering a particular time when he'd 


had to run after Josh's red SUV. 


Leaving Vallee and Kernie to themselves | crossed the hall to Jonny's room to bang on the door through a 


poster that listed off all the things you shouldn't say during sex. 


"Come in, Lex," he called, he always seemed to know when it was me. Sometimes this ability creeped me out, 
particularly at four in the morning when | would need to borrow random things like paper and pencils during a 


poetry writing binge. 


Entering | found Jonny had already showered and dressed save for his shirt, and like me he seemed to be 
bothered by a bout of indecisiveness. Unlike with myself, however, his trouble picking out a shirt didn't 
frustrate me in the slightest, not only did | enjoy watching him pout but | also had time to eye his athletic and 
heavily inked physique. If the love | had for Jonny hadn't consumed me so, | had the feeling | would have been 
quite the little sex-pot. 


"On memo duty?" Jonny asked as | flopped down into a black beanbag chair. 
"| like the blue and black one," | replied pointing to one of the five T-shirts strewn over his bed. "And yeah, l'm 
going around bothering all your guys’ asses like | always do. By the way, have you wrapped Josh's gift yet or 


are you just gonna put it in a bag like | know Nicky's gonna do?" 


"Well | haven't wrapped it yet but | don't wanna put it in a bag." he began oh so slyly, putting on his most 


forlorn face. 


| sighed, rolling my eyes, before getting out of my nice comfy position in the folds of the beanbag. "What the 
fuck did you do with the wrapping paper?" | huffed, putting my hands on my hips. | was torn between being 
angry at myself for letting him manipulate me to do his fucking work, anger at him for doing it to me in the 
first place, and the urge to giggle at us both, me for being so easy, and him for his laziness. 


Obediently Jonny handed me a the comics from an old newspaper and some tape. | gave him one final reproving 
glare before sitting on the floor and spreading the materials out while Jonny dumped his duffle bag out to 
search for the gift he'd gotten for Josh. After about a five minute search he handed over a rather nice 
looking bound leather album with the word Things You Missed stamped on the front in swirling gold leaf. 


"What's this?" | asked quizzically as | accepted the album, even though | had a pretty good idea of what it was 
already. 


“Something | threw together our last night in Orlando," Jonny replied, taking a seat in the beanbag, directly 
behind me, so that | was sitting sort of between his legs. | fought off goose bumps as he reached up, putting 
his arms over my shoulders to take the album and flip it open for me, showing pictures taken during the tour 


that AP had just wrapped up. 
"Aw, Jonny, this is so thoughtful!" | exclaimed, a bit surprised by the depth he'd shown in his gift. 


"| know, and l'm very glad that you haven't thought of it," he chuckled, resting his head atop mine. | laughed as 


well, knowing that handicrafts were more my style. 


"Yeah, well, you lucked out," | told him with a grin. "At the last minute | had to decide between doing just this 
and a T-shirt that says ‘I love boys’. | chose the T-shirt.” 


"Hmm..you still might beat me," he said giving me a playful pinch on the arm. 


"Hey, hey, watch how you handle your gift-wrapper!" | said reaching up to whack him upside the head. "You 
leave a mark and I'll let you deal with the paper bag!" 


"Have | told you how very much | revere and adore your existence Today?" Jonny said in his most sugary 


sweet voice, planting a kiss on my forehead. 


"Much better, bitch," | said, playing of the chill that had gone through my body when his lips had grazed my 
skin by reaching behind me and pinching his cheek. 


Jonny made a sort of whimpering noise, causing me to chuckle as | set out the paper, tape, and gift. A 
comfortable silence settled over the two of us as | wrapped, Jonny running his fingers through my loose hair 
as he watched me wrap. Ever since we were young kids, Jonny had had this very odd fascination with touching 


my hair when the opportunity arose. | jokingly called him my "preening monkey" for the way he was always 


combing through it with his hands. | remember when | was in eighth grade and had cut it all off to spite my 
mother after one of our hourly spats, and Jonny, upon seeing it, literally went off on me, informing me in a 
loud, angry, voice | had never heard used on me before that day, that if | cut my hair past my shoulder 
blades ever again, he would not only kill me but he'd never speak to me again as well. | know, great word choice, 
but at the time when his eyes were all green fire and black madness, | wasn't going to say anything to my 
best friend about his grammar. To the day | had obeyed him too, besides, it wasn't like | didn't enjoy the 
contact, anything that made Jonny want to touch me was a good thing in my book. 


"Fin," | said holding up the neatly wrapped album after about five minutes work "Who's the best?" 


"At wrapping, Vallee-but you're hella awesome too, Lexi," Jonny joked kissing my cheek and earning a poke in the 


ribs for his wit. 


"Boy, do not make me rip the paper," | warned, laying down the package and turning around so that | could 
smack him lightly atop the head. He let out a shrill squeak as always, trying to shield himself and grab my 
hands. 


As always we got into a miniature cat-fight that ended with Jonny grabbing me around the waist and rolling 
onto his back As he did this | noted that he was still not wearing a shirt and we were pressed together a bit 
closely, our faces inches apart as we smacked at one another. | felt my pulse kick into overdrive and the blood 
rush to my face, noting to myself that, as close as my face was to his, my best friend needed a shave. To 
combat this and distract Jonny from asking any questions about my pink cheeks, | went to the extreme. 
Reaching down ever so slyly | tweaked his nipple piercing. Jonny let out a really girly yelp, sitting up quickly and 
throwing me off. Expecting this, I'd ducked and rolled along with the push, all the while grudgingly thanking my 


mother for forcing me into gymnastics as a kid. 
"| winl" | laughed clapping my hands. 
"Dammit, you're so fucking evil!" Jonny half whined half chuckled as her rubbed his left pectoral. "Man, one of 


these days you're gonna do that and I'm gonna be deformed. Then how will | feed the orphan baby squirrels of 
the world?" 


"Get a donation from Brett," | joked, rising to my haunches. "He has three, I'm sure he'll rally to your cause. 
And if you don't want it pinched, | suggest you put on a shirt. Christ, Jonny, we've been friends since first 
grade, you should know by now that if | find an opening to induce pain upon you, I'm going to take it." 


"| would never do this to you," he pouted sourly, continuing to rub his nipple. 
"Well that's because if you touch my chest, it's sexual harassment," | said with a demonic grin and chuckle. 
"You've just gotta love the double standards of modern day society. | know | do." Jonny flipped me off but | 


paid him no mind, simply patting him on the forehead as | skipped for the door. 


"As | said before | like the blue and black shirt," | told him as | left. "Now hurry and cover up your man boobs 


whilst | go and fetch the happy couple. Oh and FYI, Jon-Jon, I'm still going to win the battle of the presents 


even if you did get all sentimental with yours." 


‘Oh, really?" he drawled as he pulled the tee I'd suggested up and over his head. "And just how is that, Ms. 


Devlin?" 


| also got him a shirt that says ‘Guitarists are Hot," | told him, another one of my more wicked grins lighting 
up my features. | closed the door and bolted down the staircase, my best friend's groan of defeat ringing in 


my ears along with a slight tingle that still filled my chest. 
*Later* 


The trip to Route 66 went much smoother than | thought it would, Josh even letting me behind the wheel of 
his SUV without a squabble. He was a bit like me when it came to his vehicle, the only difference being that | 
actually had good reason to keep my friends away from my car, Josh, like all the other men | lived with, 
wasn't the best driver. But none of that mattered, | reasoned as | turned down familiar streets that | hadn't 
know I'd missed until | saw them again, | would get my Jeep back in the morning, | was going to my favorite 
restaurant to get stuffed, and | was in good company. There wasn't much that could have made the whole 


affair better if you asked me. Of course pulling into the parking lot of Route bb' | was proved a bit wrong. 


One of the Handicap spots right by the entrance had been taken over and surrounded by a velvet rope, a big 
cardboard sign that read "Reserved 4 Ariose Pandemonium" covering the stick person in a wheelchair. Laughter 
filled the car at the sight of it, | just about hesitated parking over the confetti that Max had taken time to 


strew on the ground over the space. | had really missed being home. 


"You know, | think they're glad were here," Vallee chuckled when we got out of the car and Max and his two 


sisters/co-owners, Anna, and Tera, came jogging out. 


From what | had learned over the years the each of them had different mothers and had been raised by their 
father. The three of them inherited Rout ‘bb, formerly a simple brewery called McGuffy's, from their Dad, and 
they had built on the restaurant over several years to fit San Fran's alternative tastes as well as their own. 
Max, being the oldest and a people person did hosting and such in the front and he'd been in charge of most of 
the decorating and ambience. Anna who was somewhat reserved, did the books, bills, and watched over the 
reduced brewery, all of which, from my conversations with her, she was quite passionate about. Tera was 
Rout 66's head chef and considering we always came back, she did a pretty good job. The three of them were 
really very nice people with good taste in music, (each of them loved AP) and seeing them was one of the 
highlights of coming home. Even with Max's flirting. 


"Either that or Josh went over our tab and they're coming out to bludgeon us," | quipped, already feeling a 
slight heat in my cheeks at the mere sight of the restaurant owner. Max was a good looking guy, if I'd had a 
type besides Jonny he would most definitely have been in it. Blue eyes, long black and red streaked hair, lots of 
piercings and tattoos, he looked like one of the guys | would worked with instead of the successful host and 
co-owner of San Fran's trendiest restaurant. 


"| see no sticks or tools to maim..." Jonny murmured into my ear as he waved, 


| giggled, feeling even more jittery as Jonny slung an arm about my shoulders as our group walked up to meet 


them. 


"Hey welcome back fellas-and Lexi!" Max said throwing his hands up in the air as he and Tera moved to shake 


hands with everyone. 
"Hey man, what's cooking?" Vallee asked as they slapped their palms together in a rather macho hand shake. 


"| dunno..Ter?" Max replied smoothly switching his bright eyes to his youngest sister, whom Nicky had hugged 


despite the stains on her apron. 


"Anything, you guys want!" Tera giggled, her pale round face glowing as Nicky let her go. Out of the three 
Kirby siblings, | most definitely liked Tera best. She was so simplistic, and l'm not saying that she was dull 
witted or overly sweet, she was just..Tera. And Tera meant honest, vivacious, and cheerful. | think | mean to 
say that she was just a nice, caring, human being, who never seemed convoluted by the world around her, it 
was a trait | wished many times that | shared. 


"Hella!" Jonny laughed moving to hug her with his free arm. "If that's the case I'd like you to serve me up 


some sugar.” 


"That might be arranged," she said standing on her tiptoes to peck my best friend on the cheek. Tera was the 
only girl, with maybe the exception of Dana, who could touch Jonny without me wanting to rip her throat out. 
This was due to the fact that Tera was one of the very few women | deemed worthy of my personal time and 
| knew by clubbing with her on two or three occasions that Jonny was not and never would be her sort. Sweet, 


caring, and sensible girls like her tended not to fall for whoremongers like my best friend. 
Letting go of Jonny Tera turned to me, a grin lighting her lightly freckled features. "Hey, Lexi! I'd hug you 
believe me but as you can see-" she quieted as |, following Nicky's example, threw away any and all formality 


to embrace her far more petite figure. 


"Yeah, like | care about getting tomato sauce on my crap," | laughed as we hugged. "You forget | have no pride. 


Look at who Im with 

Tera giggled while through the corner of my eye | saw Nicky, Val, and Jonny flip me the bird 

"True," Tera agreed with a half smile. "Still, you look so pretty tonight, Id rather not mess it the outfit up" 
"Do you need to borrow money or do you do something naughty while | was away?" | asked putting my hands 


on my hips to play off the compliment. | wasn't pretty, | knew | wasn't, and it made me feel weird when people 
said things that suggested otherwise. 


"Well despite the fact that Baby Sister did have a run in with the San Fran P.D. a couple weeks ago-" Max 
interjected. 


"| don't care what they say | was doing the fucking speed limit," Tera pouted crossing her arms and making us 
all laugh. 

"She does have a point," Max said getting my attention once more by taking hold of my hand. | fought the heat 
rising in my face, absolutely refusing to let myself blush as he touched his lips to my slim fingers. He gave 


me the signature sultry wink he never forgot to send my way. "You look exquisite this evening, Lexi." 


"Not that | don't every day though, right?" | countered pulling my hand away and playing off the snickers and 


whistles coming from my friends with a wry half-smile. 


"Of course," he chuckled, thankfully, getting the gist that his flirting with me this time would end up like all the 


other times before, nowhere. 


‘Its good to see all of you back, really," came Anna's voice out of nowhere, the sound of her quiet and sincere 
tones nearly making us jump. Max's oldest sister was the type that could make you forget she was alive the 
way she listened and stood to the back Anna reminded me a lot of my friend Lynn, she spoke when she had 
something to say and only then. She smiled, shoving her hands into the pockets of her pinstriped Dickies. "You 


weren't gone as long this time as you were last. That's good" 

"Yeah we got hungry earlier this time than last," Derrick joked. 

"That and we ran out of clean clothes so we had to do our laundry,’ Jonny added. 

"Well, whatever the case, we're just glad you all are home," Max said, still eyeing me. "Now what do you say 
y'all grace us with your presence by coming on in and letting Tera take care of that little hunger problem for 


you?" 


"I'd say it took you fucking long enough to say something," Val told him as he slung an arm over Anna's 


shoulders and we all started to walk in. 


"Yeah," Josh giggled in agreement. "| was just getting ready to say that Derrick looked hungry enough to eat 
the closest thing that moved." 


"That'd be you, babe," Derrick said gnashing his teeth before standing on his tip-toes to kiss his boyfriend for 
the millionth and ninth time that day. We all looked away, Nicky, Val, and Max making faces as they did. 


"Home sweet home," | heard Jonny laugh softly under his breath. | caught a sideways grin and returned it, 
leaning happily into his side as we finally made it inside. Shamefully | admit that as we walked through the 


double doors | allowed my imagination to stray and for just a moment | pretended that Jonny and | were the 


only two people there, that we were a couple on a date and not just best friends out for dinner with their 
"family". The delusion faded quickly. 


Chapter Twenty Three 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone that reviewed; | love youl *lol* As usual, character POV indicated in the top left-hand 
corner. Flashback indicated by italicised sections. 


~Rafe~ 


‘Ssshhh.. Someone might hear us.." he whispered, clawing desperately at my shirt in an attempt to rid me of it 
‘No one saw us; itll be fine," | insisted, "And if anyone hears us, they won't know who if is." 


Dan didnt respond, just crushing his lips to mine and letting his hand snake in between my shirt, his cool hand 
caressing my warm, flushed chest Hs fingers lingered at one of my nipples, brushing over it until it hardened 
Tearing his lps from my mouth, he leant down to np at my npple, biting down and making me whimper with 
frustration 


My hands automatically moved down to the zipper of my jeans, working them open and feeling Dan slither down 
my body, pushing away any intruding cloth until he could reach all of me, seizing my erection in his warm, moist 
mouth | let one hand rest in Dan's rumpled chestnut waves, the other supporting me against the bathroom cubicle 
as Dan sucked me, desperately shoving me towards climax. Once Id cum, he licked me painstakingly clean before 


coming up to kiss me, smirking against my lps 


| opened my eyes, realising that | was hard from the memory. With a sigh | let my hand snake into my boxers, 
slipping under the elastic waistband as | wrapped my hand around my cock, pretending that it was Dan's hands 
that gripped me, or his warm, moist mouth. | was alone on the bus- everyone else was celebrating after the 
gig. But Mike had sent me back, worrying about my throat, which had recently been a little off. | groaned a 
little, cutting off my thoughts as | felt myself tip-toeing towards orgasm far too quickly. Clenching my eyes 
closed, | formed a mental image of chestnut hair and sparkling green eyes to help myself along, and sure 
enough, mere seconds later | felt the pleasure well up and spill as | came, biting my lip to muffle my cry of 


ecstasy. 


| sighed, nipping out of the bunk and into the bathroom to clean myself up before getting back into bed. | 
buried my face into the pillows, taking in a deep breath to see if any remnants of his scent remained. The bed 
felt empty without him, and it was far too cold without another body nestling against me. | let my eyes flutter 
closed when | realised that despite my longing, there was nothing | could do to make Dan appear at that 
moment. Drifting off to sleep, my mind replayed images of him, of that first night Together and of the many 


that followed it... 


-| started awake, sleep disrupted by the noise of unsteady feet tottering onto the bus, unsuccessfully muffled 
giggles filtering into the bunk-room from the living-room. With a sigh, | carefully hauled myself out of the 
bunk, mindful not to hit my head on the upper-bunk and yanked on a tattered Led Zeppelin t-shirt before 
padding out towards the living-room. When | stepped into the room, | immediately regretted my decision to 


leave my bed. 


Dan, clearly rather drunk, was pressed up against Jake, his hands snaking underneath the blonde's shirt and 
lifting it up to reveal a pale, flat stomach. His eyes were clenched shut as he kissed Jake fiercely, scratching 
his nails across Jake's flat abdomen. Jake responded, taking a step forward and pushing them both towards the 


small window-couch of the bus, both of them falling onto it with Jake hovering over Dan. 


Neither of them seemed to have noticed me, far too caught up with each other in their impassioned 
drunkenness, and | quickly turned away, to crawl back into the bunk. The sound of their pleasured gasps began 
to invade the bunk-room, the thin door proving far from sound-proof. Gritting my eyes tightly shut, | buried 
my face in the pillow and yanked the blanket over my head, trying to stop the strange, stabbing feeling in my 
heart that came with each of Dan's gasps of ecstasy. 


When | awoke the next morning, | could see Jake in the bottom bunk opposite me. | crawled out of bed and saw 
Sam and Matt in their respective upper-bunks. Dan's bunk was neatly made, indicating that he hadn't slept in it 
the night before. Regretting the fact that I'd have to go through the living-room to get to the bathroom, | 
prayed that I'd manage to sneak past Dan without him noticing me, unsure if I'd be able to face him after 


what I'd witnessed the night before. 

| carefully nudged the door to the living-room open, wincing as it creaked slightly. Thankfully, the sleeping form 
on the couch that was Dan didn't seem to stir and | hurriedly padded into the bathroom. When | stepped out 
into the living-room again, | heard him speak, voice muffled by sleep and exhaustion 


"Hey you.” 


| glanced over to the couch where Dan was sat up, hair rumpled and messy, eyes still adjusting to the light, 
sheets tangled around his half-naked form. 


"Hey," | nodded, proceeding to walk to the kitchenette. 


"-Not going to come and say good morning?" he asked suggestively, and when | glanced over my shoulder his 


head was cocked to one side, lips full and down-turned in a slight pout. 


"Not right now," | said, my chest clenching around my heart in protest. 


He didn't respond, and | continued making my cup of coffee. A couple of minutes later | re-emerged in the 
living-room, mug of coffee in hand. | sat myself down in the chair farthest from him, as he regarded me with 
a confused expression. 

"What's wrong?" he asked quietly, hurt invading his voice. 


"Nothing- nothing's wrong. l'm just tired," | shrugged, refusing to display how hurt | was. 


| didn't know why though- it wasn't as though we were together, it wasn't as though he'd cheated on me.. In 
fact, technically he was cheating on Jake with me, so really | shouldn't have felt as betrayed as | did. 


"That's bullshit Rafe; come here." 


| hesitated before obeying his request. | set my coffee down on side-table and moved over to perch awkwardly 


next to him on the couch. 
"C'mon babe- what is it?" he asked softly, his eyes searching mine for the answer. 


"No- it's stupid. | just.last night, | woke up when you and Jake got back. You were both so drunk, and you were 


at each other out here..." 


Dan sighed and leaned forward to wrap his arms around me in a hug. His lips began to travel across my cheek, 


my neck, my ear.. 


"-| was drunk; I'm sorry. And anyway, it would have been suspicious if | didn't comply with Jake as usual, 
wouldn't it? I'm just sorry you had to see it," he whispered, burying his face into my hair and taking a deep 
breath in. 


| tried to do the same, breathing in his scent but | realised he didn't smell like he usually did; it was tainted by 


something else. 

He smelt like Jake. 

| moved away, prising myself out of his arms and going back to my coffee. 

"You smell like him," | muttered, taking a sip from the still steaming hot mug. 

"Goddammit, Rafe!" Dan hissed, eyes suddenly flaring up in anger, "Look, I'm sorry! But you have to realise this 
isn't easy for me either- | don’t want to be with him! | want to be with you! But it was you who was so afraid 
of ruining this tour, of ruining this band, that | have to be willing to partake in the only possible alternative for 


now. / don't want fo be with him, but you have to realise that | have to, for now, if we are going to keep the 


band intact as you are so worried about not doing." 


"Yeah, | know..it's just, it feels wrong. | still can't help but feel guilty that we're both betraying Jake, and at the 


same time feel so jealous that he still can have you whenever he wants to." 
"Listen, babe- | promise, he will never, ever have me the way that you do." 


| looked up to meet his earnest gaze, his expresseive green eyes and | knew that what he said was true. 


Chapter Twenty Four 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to everyone who is reading and reviewing this thing! Character POV indicated in the top left-hand 


corner. 


~Dan~ 


| sighed, waking up again to the feel of someone nuzzling at my neck | smiled a little, savouring the feel of Rafe 
placing kisses across my neck, nibbling up to my mouth, which he covered with his own. | moaned into the kiss, 
reaching a hand out to tug at his hair. 

-| instantly knew something was wrong. His hair wasn't quite as soft as usual; it was still soft in my fingers, 
but lacked thatsilkiness. It wasn’t as long either. | opened my eyes and had to stop myself from letting out a 
sigh of disappointment when | was met by a cloud of white-blond hair. 

"Mmm. Good morning.” Jake grinned, his blue eyes sparkling. 


"Hey." | forced a smile, unable to show my disappointment. 


"-Can you believe we get to go home soon? | can't wait until we can go back to our flat, and | can have you all 


to myself." he purred, burying his face into the crook of my neck 
"Yeah. | can't wait," | lied smoothly, feeling a wave of guilt wash over me. 


"That's one thing | was always worried about, with the tour- you and Rafe have spent so much time together. 
Call me selfish, but | can't share you," he sighed, kissing my cheek. 


Fear began to well up in my chest. Had he found out? My mind began racing with the possibilities as Jake 
continued to kiss languorously at my cheek and neck, still speaking. 


"| meanl know, it's the tour- its really been you two all along, | can get why you want to spend so much time 


together, celebrate the success and all that. But l- | miss you, baby." 


| drew back to look at him, and he gazed back at me with blue eyes filled with sadness. He reached a hand out 
to stroke my cheek, his thumb running over my bottom lip. 


"You've beendistant. l'm sure it hasn't been purposeful- | mean, you've just had to spend so much time with 


Rafe recently.and | mean, those new songs you guys wrote have certainly been worth it, but | miss you." 
"l- Im sorry. | didn't realise.” 

"IFs alright- but you promise when we get back home, we can have some alone time?" 

He looked so earnest and anxious! just couldn't deny him. Although | knew in my heart that my feelings for 
Rafe were true and overcame anything | may have felt for Jake, the guy had been there for me the past 
year he really did care about me, any fool could see that. | leant forward to place a light kiss on his full lips. 


"| promise." 


He looked so happy when | said that, my heart all but broke for him. 


"Rafe, | love you." 

| felt him tense up, trying his hardest not to pull away from me. 

"Are you not going to say anything?" | asked, unable to stop the hurt | felt from creeping into my voice. 

"l- Dan, | told you. | don't know how | feel about this yet. | just! can't" 

He stumbled over his words, trying not to dig a hole for himself yet failing miserably. | knew | shouldn't have 
said it, not sure why | did. It was just asking for things to go wrong, and | should have known better than to 

have expected a positive reaction from Rafe. He never had been able to decide when it mattered, always had 
been the confused one. That was one thing | could never get past- | never could understand how he could be 
soindecisive. How could you not know how you felt about something.or someone? It always had been so clear- 
cut in my mind; | felt something strong for Rafe (perhaps it really wasn't right to put a label on it yet) and 

didn't for Jake. Why was it so difficult for Rafe to just decide?? 


| sighed, moving away from him and going over to pick up my clothes off the floor. 


Fine, that's justine," | muttered, skimming the ground for my boxers before deciding that | hadn't been able 
to wear any with these jeans, and struggled to yank the form-fitting jeans up over my hips. 


| tugged my faded t-shirt over my head and ran a hand through my tangled hair, trying to make myself look 


somewhat presentable. 
"Where are you going?" Rafe asked quietly. 


"-| don't know. l'm going to think," | said flatly. 


"What do you need to think about?" 


"This. | just! feel so guilty, Rafe! | know I'm screwing around with this wonderfully safe relationship with Jake- 
who | know really, really cares about me, if not loves me- for, well, you. You don't know exactly how you feel 
about me, you're apparently still ‘confused’ yet have no problems with fucking me. -Are you fucking with me, 


Rafe?" 
"If | am, I'm sorry- | don't mean to." 
"That really isn't good enough for me, Rafe. | justl'm going to go clear my head." 


He didn't say anything as | left the room; | heard the door slam shut behind me, sounding even louder in the 
silence. Once I'd left the room, | stopped to take a breath, leaning against the cool white wall of the hotel- 
corridor that we were stopping at for the day before heading back to New York, where we'd have our final gig 


of the tour and finally retreat back into our individual lives for a much-needed one month break. 


| realised that I'd walked out of the hotel and was opposite a little park. Seeing that it was rather empty and 
secluded, | headed into it, catching sight of a bench and sitting myself there to think. With a sigh, | leant my 
head back against the back of the wooden bench. | couldn't believe that I'd actually said that to Rafeit was a 


stupid, stupid decision to make! | really should have known better. 


Perhaps | shouldn't be sacrificing what | had with Jake for thisperhaps that incident should have proven to me 
how wrong this was. But | couldn't stop- | was in far too deep to just pull back and stop. Every time | 
contemplated it, this image of Rafe popped into my mind, of him looking down at me with dark veiled eyes, lips 
parted as he breathed deeply, sweat glistening on his skin. I'd feel his warmth around me as we lay side-by- 
side, his scent enveloping me in a comforting blanket which smothered all invading thoughts of Jake, or right 
and wrong, or anything other than me and him. In those moments, it felt so wonderfully right. 


As my mind turned over all the warring thoughts in my head, | noticed a lanky blond figure making its way 
towards me. | watched as Jake strode towards me in a leisurely fashion, his hands buried as deep in his 
pockets as he could get them, his shoulders hunched upwards due to this. 


"Hey you," he smiled when he was close enough. 


"How did you know | was here?" | asked, realising how irritable | sounded and regretting it instantly upon seeing 


the flash of hurt in Jake's eyes. 


| went to Rafe's room- he said you'd just gone for a walk, and | figured | could catch you up and join you. - 


Then | saw you here." 


| shuffled along the bench, motioning for him to sit. Letting my head drop on to his shoulder, | sighed and 
closed my eyes momentarily, only to be startled by an image of Rafe. My eyes flew open immediately, and | 


turned to look at Jake instead, who was gazing at me with a quizzical expression 

"l'm sorry- | shouldn't have snapped at you. It's just! had a fight with Rafe. | shouldn't take it out on you." 
Jake sighed and wrapped his arm around me, placing a loving kiss on my forehead which only caused my heart 
to burn guiltily. | could feel how much he cared about me in that single action and it made me hate what | was 
doing to him. 


"Anything | can help out with?" he offered, continuing to nuzzle at me affectionately. 


"No, it'sit's just between Rafe and |," | frowned, letting myself bury my face into Jake's shoulder, breathing in 


his all-too-familiar scent. 


"-Speaking of Rafe! think someone wants to apologise," Jake murmured, making me start and pull away from 


Jake to see Rafe's leggy figure ambling towards us. 


Chapter Twenty Five 


Author's Notes: 
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~Dan~ 


| sat up and away from Jake, waiting until Rafe was hovering awkwardly in front of us, his arms folded 
defensively over his chest. He kept shifting his weight from one leg to another, only highlighting his unease. 


"Heyum, I'm sorry if I'm interrupting but could | just?" 


Jake merely smiled and rose from his seat on the bench. He glanced back at me from over his shoulder, 


flashing me an encouraging smile. 
"IIl just get back inside the hotel- there's some stuff | really should do anyway. I'll see you both later." 


Before | could utter a word of protest, Jake had turned and was striding away back to the hotel, quickly 
leaving Rafe and | alone once more. Too tired of all of this to leave, | resigned myself to just listening to what 
Rafe has to say and turn to look at him expectantly. He paused for a moment before placing himself in the 
space that Jake once occupied and took a deep breath. 


"I'm sorry Dan l'm just. -l'm sorry." 
Y J Yy 


"You're sorry? Rafe, you're sorry for wha? This just isn't! don't know what this is anymore. Hell, | don't think 
either of us knew what this was to begin with!" 


"Dan, listen to me- l'm not good at this sort of thing. | can't just!'m still learning, Dan. I'm still trying to figure 
myself out and sort out in my mind what is happening with us. I've never felt like this for another..for another 
guy before, and | don't think | ever will. H's you, Dan, but | don't know what to call it, and I'm scared of what it 
might be." 


"Rafe, | don't see why it's so difficult! | want to be with you- really be with you, not this half-arsed affair we 
appear to be having! l'm fed-up of having to sneak around, and of having to lie, and of having this gnawing guilt 


in me. l'm tired of it, Rafe." 


It'll be okay, | promise- it'll be over soon. Then itll be fine.we can tell Jake, and we won't have to worry about 


needing to go behind his back anymore. It will be fine." 


"No, Rafe- l'm tired of the guilt. l- I'm not even sure if this is the right thing to be doing. | don't know if | 
could hurt him the way | know it will if he finds out about this. -He really loves me, Rafe. How often do you 
get that in a lifetime? I'm not sure if | could do it to him. " 


| could see my words slowly sinking in, beginning to register with him. Id surprised myself with my outpouring; 
| didn't think that was what | intended to say, but in the flurry of words I'd forgotten that. | wasn't sure if | 
even knew what I'd meant. 

"Are you saying that you're ending this?" Rafe asked slowly. 

"| don't know. -Yes. Well, may be." 


"But- but you started this, Dan! You justyou can't just..stop.” 


"Rafe, let's face it- this really isn't going to work anymore, is it? You barely know why you're doing this, we're 
both so guilty about Jakeit's not going to work" 


He continued to gaze at me in disbelief, his eyes flickering with uncertainty and hurt as everything began to 
settle. 


"You mean it. You really mean it.” 
"Yeah, | do Rafe." 


The silence hung heavily between us, the weight of what | had just said being amplified a thousand times more. 
In the silence | began to rethink what I'd just said, desperately turning it over in my mind and trying to 
reassure myself that I'd just done the right thing. 


"-l,you. Fuck you, Dan! | can't believe you're doing this." 


His voice was cold and hard, emotions which were clearly reflected by the steely look in his eyes. Before | knew 
it, he had turned and was striding angrily towards the hotel. | saw him lifting his hand to his eyes several 
times, as though wiping something away but | didn't want to give myself too much credit. 


It was a while before | decided to return to the hotel myself, but | knew I'd have to go back and face him 
again soon and there really was no point in putting it off any longer. The fact that I'd just told him it was over 
would not be changed by the amount of time it took me to face him. Putting it off would probably be the 
worst move. With a sigh, | finally forced myself back up to my feet and began what felt like a long walk back 
to the hotel. As | trudged across the slightly damp grass, | couldn't stop the image of Rafe's eyes, laden with 


hurt, from burning vividly in my mind. 


To my surprise, when | got to the entrance of the hotel Rafe was lingering outside, smoking a cigarette. With 
the way he stormed off earlier, I'd have thought that he would have retreated straight back up to his room 
to get drunk. Well, that was the way he tended to deal with things. | remembered when his ex-girlfriend, Jen 
(fondly known as the ‘Ho from Hell’) broke up with him suddenly over some guy in another band that was also 
trying to make it. Rafe flipped. It wasn't even as though he liked her that much, but it somehow took a real 
shot at his self-esteem. Not that you could ever imagine the perpetually confident Rafe Crewe having self- 
esteem issues, of course. Hell, | was pretty surprised myself when | found him back at the apartment we were 


then sharing, drowning himself and his sorrows in several bottles of vodka. 


Rafe started upon seeing me, the expression in his eyes going cold as | approached him, climbing up the front 
steps of the hotel two at a time. | soon found myself standing right in front of him, and | realised that my 
throat had gone dry and | didn't know what to say. Well, Rafe broke the awkward silence for me. 


"What the fuck do you want now?" 


| almost jumped at his tone, so sharp and cutting. | didn't know what to say..highly doubted that | actually had 
anything to say in the first place. Rafe eventually rolled his eyes and sighed in exasperation, tossing his 
cigarette stub to the floor and turning sharply on his heels and storming into the hotel. | watched his 
retreating figure wait impatiently for the elevator before deciding against it and running up the flight of stairs. 
Letting my gaze drift to the floor, | noticed that Rafe's cigarette stub had rolled to my feet and was still 
burning. With a weary sigh, | trod on it with the heel of my boot before slowly walking into the hotel lobby. 


Chapter Twenty Six 
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A week went by without Rafe talking to me. | honestly didn't think | could take it much longer- the 
uncomfortable, twisting feeling in my gut whenever | saw him was beginning to get irritating and painful, and 
everyone noticed the distinct tension between us. It wasn't really helping our performances either. Last night, 
for example; | really did think Mike was going to shoot us. Everything seemed to be falling flat with the crowd, 
regardless of how hard we tried. It wasn't as though we played badly. Rafe was perfectly on pitch, and singing 
more powerfully than ever, though with his cold lack of emotion, it began to sound as though he was just 
singing loudly. | tried to play it up to the crowd, but it was bloody difficult when my partner in crime wouldn't 
even look at me throughout the entire performance, let alone banter with me onstage. We didn't have much 


longer to go, but | didn't think we could go on like this- we couldn't let our performances suffer just because 


we'd had a falling out. | had to talk to Rafe. 

"Babe?" 

| turned upon hearing Jake's timid tone filtering in from the bedroom. | put my razor down and splashed my 
face with cold water, dabbing it dry with a fluffy hotel towel before | sauntered back into the bedroom. Jake 
was sitting upright in the middle of the large bed, the sheets pulled up around his waist and only revealing his 
smooth, bare chest. | couldn't help but smile at the sight, pausing for a second to admire the view. 

"Dan." Jake whined, looking up with pleading eyes. 

| sighed, slipping in under the sheets and turning to pull him closer to me. | covered his lips with mine and 
began to snake my hand under the sheets, only to have him bat me away. Surprised, | drew back to look at 
him in confusion 

"No Dan..we need to talk." 


"Okay. What's wrong?" 


Jake chewed on his bottom lip for a moment before looking up at me with his doe-eyes. 


"What's wrong with you and Rafe?" he asked quietly. 
| rolled my eyes and sighed loudly, flopping over onto my side and turning my back to him. 
"Nothing. It's justRafe is being an idiot, that's all” 


"Dan, don't cut me out- look, we can all see that it's affecting you both pretty strongly. Or at least strongly 


enough to screw up all our gigs this week, anyway." 
"You're over-reacting, Jake. Look, just drop it- I'll talk to him tomorrow or something, alright?" 


"No! Listen to me for once, Dan- go talk to him now.. He's your best friend, and he's important to this band. 


We need things to work, at least until we get home. Go talk to him now- you know he won't be asleep." 


| grimaced, remembering what happened the last time Jake insisted | pay Rafe an unannounced visit in the 
middle of the night. | ended up giving him a blowjob before we fucked. Oh god, if only Jake knew how he kept 
pushing us closer together. 


"Jake, | really don't think it's such a great idea. Everything will cool itself down, | promise- it always does." 


"Babe, please. Just do it for me then, if you're going to be stubborn about it. | hate seeing you both like this 


and | know how much this band means to you both. Please, Dan" 


| hated it when he begged, he knew that | was too weak to deny him. And it was just so typically Jake to be 


concerned about someore else's feelings. He really was too damn good for me. 


| nodded and got out of bed to pull on some clothes but not before | leaned over to place a tender kiss on 
Jake's forehead. | could feel him watching me as | got dressed again, and | couldn't bring myself to look at him 
again before | left the room. 


When | reached Rafe's room, | extended my arm to knock on his door, surprised when the door creaked open 
an inch upon my first knock. | paused, wondering whether | should go in or not, and after a moment's 
deliberation, | decided to step inside. The door swung open quietly and | padded in softly past the bathroom and 
to the bedroom in the suite's dim light. The bedroom was just barely lit by the faint light of a lamp that was 
knocked haphazardly off the desk and was currently resting on the floor. It took me a while to realise that the 
room was filled with the noise of heavy breathing and a gentle creaking. As my eyes adjusted to the dim light 


of the room, | realised with dread what was happening. 


As | peered towards the bed, my heart thudding frantically against my rib-cage, | made out two figures 
entangled in a messy embrace. Rafe had brought up some girl to his room, and was in the middle of screwing 


her senseless. | couldn't help but stand rooted to the spot in horror as Rafe continued to pound into her, 


panting for breath in a jagged melody of noises that rang in my ears like alarm bells. | could make out the pale, 
smooth curve of Rafe's naked back as he arched above the anonymous girl, seeming completely unaware of 


my presence. 
"Rafe!" 


| let the word escape from my lips before | could stop myself, but it didn't do me any favours. Not even 
stopping his actions, Rafe merely glanced back over his shoulder at me, his eyes sparkling brightly in the 
darkness as he continued to grind recklessly against the figure of the girl Our eyes met and he held my gaze 
defiantly as he worked against the girl, whose breathing was becoming shallower as she let a few high-pitched 
cries escape from between her lips. It wasn't long until he'd forced her up into a climactic orgasm, as she 


shuddered and moaned beneath him, whilst hovered in the shadows of the room. 


Rafe turned his face away from me, working harder against the girl for another minute or so before he too 
let out a loud groan as he spilled into her, collapsing off of her and rolling to the side. It wasn't long before he 
rose, still naked from the bed and grabbed my arm wordlessly. | don't know if the girl even saw me, and | didn't 
have time to think about that too much when he yanked me into the bright light of the bathroom with him, 
locking the door behind us. He pulled off his used condom and threw it into the bin as | stood there, trying to 
think of something to say. Before | could say a word, he shoved me against the back of the closed bathroom 
door and planted one of his hands on each side of my head, staring straight into my eyes. | couldn't help but 
be acutely aware of the fact that he was still very much naked and | gulped, forcing myself to stay focused 
and not let my thoughts wander 


"What the hell are you doing here?" 


Chapter Twenty Seven 
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"What?" | mumbled, fighting with my mind viciously to stay in control. 
"What the hell are you doing here?" he repeated more forcefully. 
"Uh, we need to talk." 


"We're not talking, remember? You fucking ended it, remember?" he said, every ounce of bitterness that he 


was feeling seeping out in his tone. 


"Rafe, this has to stop- it has to. Everyone has noticed that things between us aren't exactly all peachy.and 


it's ruining us, Rafe. Our gigs are shit People aren't going to pay to come and see shit" 
"Fine. I'll try harder. You can leave now." 
"No Rafe, | can't. We need to sort this out and you know it!" 


He was silent, leaning against the counter and reaching across the flat surface to pick up a stray packet of 
cigarettes. He opened up the packet and tapped out a single cigarette, lighting up gracefully. He took a long, slow 
drag before letting the smoke filter out in wispy curls from between his lips. 


"You'll set the smoke-alarm off," | commented. 


He only grunted in reply, showing no signs of stopping as he took another drag. We stayed there in silence, Rafe 
leaning naked against the cool marble counter-top and me desperately trying not to stare at him too hard. | 
eventually heard the sound of a door opening and closing outside the bathroom, indicating that the groupie had 
made her retreat; the silence in the bathroom only punctuated by the sound of our steady breathing. He 
eventually smoked the cigarette down, stubbing it out on the hard marble surface of the counter-top, leaving 


the air in the bathroom veiled by the smoky remainders. 


"Please Rafe, talk to me." 


"About what, Dan?" 


The way he said my name felt almost as though he'd slapped me, his tone was so sharp. | couldn't help but 
wince a little when he said it, but tried not to show him much this was hurting me. | felt like an absolute idiot 
for coming over here and catching him in the middle of the act, and for now standing here like a fully-clothed 


dunce whilst Rafe very casually displayed his taut naked body to me. 
"We need to talk about you. And about me. Us. Everything.” 
He turned to look at me suddenly, his eyes dry and cold as he surveyed me. 


‘Its because of you, Dan. You..you did this to me, and then you break it off? You made me feel things for you 
that | should never have felt and then you just..discard me." 


Discard. Like a piece of rubbish to be left in the bin He could never be remotely like that in my eyes. Unable 
to help myself, | lurched forward to wrap him up in my arms, ignoring his nudity or the fact that the mere 
sight of him could have me hard in a second. | kissed the side of his neck, his cheeks, letting my kisses run 
through his silky black hair, nibbling lightly at his ear and moving until | found his mouth. | didn't hesitate to 
crush my lips against his, letting my tongue snake in between his full lips insistently and running it over his 


own. 


When we finally drew apart, both of us panting for breath, | regarded him lovingly, wanting to memorise him in 


this moment forever. 


"You could never, ever be discarded like a piece of rubbish in my mind. | could never disregard you in such a 
way. | love you, Rafe- | have for so long. It doesn't matter anymore if you can't say it back, but at least don't 


freak out when | say it. Just let me tell you how much | love you.” 
‘|| want you to say it too, Dan. | need to hear it" 


His voice was so quiet and soft that | almost didn't hear him. It took some time for that to register, for me to 
understand that | could never take advantage of him; he deserved so much more than that. Still disbelieving of 
what | thought | had heard him say, | leant back a little to look at him in confusion His eyes were almost 
completely closed, his dark eyelashes fanning out over his smooth, pale cheek. Dipping my head down a little, | 
gently placed a kiss on his soft cheek. 


"| love you, Rafe. | love you, | love you, | love you.” | whispered emotionally, punctuating each word with a kiss 


as my lips travelled across his face, his neck, his shoulders, his chest. All the way down, 


Once | was knelt on my knees before him, | glanced up at him and his eyes seemed glazed and damp, though 
what from | wasn't quite sure. He was already hard and from this angle | could see his chest rising and falling 
as he tried to gather some breath. Slowly running my hands up his legs | gently gripped his thighs and leant 


forward to place an almost chaste kiss on the tip of his cockor at least it would have been chaste if it weren't 


for the fact that | was kissing his cock, or that | followed it up by lapping teasingly at his slit: 


Rafe shuddered, his eyes squinting closed a little tighter and his brow knitting together in a sort of 
concentration. | could see his hands flexing as he held the ledge of the marble counter-top that he leant 
against, fingers trembling slightly. | glanced up at his face once more before leaning forward and engulfing his 
cock in my mouth. | heard him moan softly upon feeling my lips on his sensitive member and smiled a little to 


myself. Well, | tried to anyway. 


Rafe suddenly slid a hand down, tangling it in my hair and urging me on silently. | complied, not wanting to tease 
him too much, and pushed forward until | felt his head hit the back of my throat. Gently, in the practised way 
I'd learnt and perfected, | gripped the head of his cock just lightly enough to give it further stimulation | heard 
him groan loudly, suddenly tightening his grip on my hair. 


"God, | love your mouth." he whispered, so quietly that | could only just hear him. 


| didn't stop moving, concentrating on letting my throat muscles pinch his head teasingly, coaxing. Apparently he 
didn't need much encouragement and he let out a loud groan, shuddering with ecstasy. Glancing up at him, | 
saw the darkened look in his eyes and | knew he wasn't going to last much longer. Finally, | gave in to my own 
lust and bore down on him, engulfing him in my mouth and sucking like my life depended on it. He was having 
difficulty controlling himself and by now was rolling his hips, almost fucking my mouth. Running my tongue over 


every vein and ridge | now knew so well, | began to hear him groaning, warning me. 
"Dan. Dan, I'm gonna cum. l'm gonna- fuck, Dan, Dan, Dan” 


His voice rose to a cry as he jerked suddenly then paused, eyes open and staring straight into mine as his 
warm seed spilled into my mouth. His eyes locked on mine as he watched me, his body shuddering as | 
swallowed every last drop of his cum, my throat working to contain the steady stream he emitted. Finally | 
drew back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand and getting to my feet to face him. He smiled, his eyes 
still glazed, and he reached for me, drawing me close as he pressed his lips to mine, kissing me slowly. | could 
feel him smiling into the kiss, knowing he could taste himself on me. 


Our kiss began to grow more intense and soon | was pressed up against him, pinning him against the bathroom 
wall. His hands began to wander over my body, sliding underneath my shirt and dragging his fingers down to 
my zipper. He let his hand slide over the bulge he found there, chuckling wickedly. 


"So, when do | get to take care of this?" 


Chapter Twenty Eight 
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| drew back a little so that | could look at him, his hazel eyes staring straight back at me expectantly. Slowly, | 
leant forward to kiss his lips softly, pulling back before it got any farther. 


"You don't have to, y'know?" 


He smiled a little, tentatively reaching a hand out to brush my cheek. | waited for him to say something but 
he just kept smiling a little shyly, his thumb gently brushing over my cheekbone. Just that tiny contact 
between us had a bright flush rising on my cheeks and | had to pull back, for my own sake. 


"Dan, | want to. Hts okay. It's not like we haven't done this before." 

"I know. | just thought, perhaps you wouldn't want-" 

He silenced me with a kiss, his lips sealing themselves over mine and urgently kissing me. 
"Shut. Up. And let me fuck you. Now." 


My eyes locked on his again and | was lost in his gaze. | didn't have anymore time to think before | found 
myself literally being dragged into the bedroom, stumbling over Rafe's clothes from his encounter with the 
groupie. He finally shoved me back onto the bed, standing before me with the biggest grin on his face since the 
day we went to that Aerosmith gig. He'd insisted we wait for ages after the gig until he finally got to meet 
Steve Tyler. | hadn't seen such a huge, stupid grin on his face since the day he met his idol two years ago. | 
often found myself missing this side of Rafe, the side of him that grinned and laughed and messed around. I'd 
caught the last few dying glimmers of it when | first met him, but | hadn't realised until that moment that it 
had disappeared, seeming permanently buried under the other Rafe. The Rafe that was moody and brooding and 
dark; the one that looked out for himself and didn't want to give a shit about anyone else out there because 


that would mean letting down his own wall of defence. 


| don't have anymore time to think as Rafe slowly teases down the zipper of my jeans, finally releasing my 
cock from the uncomfortable constraints of my jeans. | couldn't hold back the sigh of relief- or perhaps 


pleasure- that escaped from between my lips. | felt him peeling off my clothes slowly, unravelling me as | 


writhed helplessly on the bed. Soon he was hovering above me, his lips millimetres away from mine as he 


began to speak. 
"Dan.. | wanted to tell you-" 


| reached up a little and capturing his mouth in a kiss, silenced him. | didn't want to hear what he had to say 
right now, didn't care because it didn't matter. Not in the slightest. There was nothing he could say right then 
that would have changed the way | felt about him and | didn't think there ever would be. | leaned back, lazily 
nibbling at his bottom lip for a while before | pulled back completely. 


"| don't want you to talk- | just want you inside of me, now." 


He nodded wordlessly, placing a quick kiss on my lips before he moved away to get a condom and the lube. | let 
my eyes fall shut for a moment, letting my legs fall apart as | relished this feeling of utter content. Nothing 
could ever take this moment away from me, not Jake, not anyone. All | needed was for Rafe to get back on the 


bed quickly so that he could screw me senseless. 


| must have let my thoughts run away with me for | hardly noticed Rafe clambering back on to the bed. In 
fact, | was hardly aware of his presence until | felt his lube-slicked fingers toying at my entrance. | gave a 
gasp, opening my eyes suddenly to find Rafe hovering over me, a wicked smile playing over his lips. | relaxed as 
he slowly slid a slicked finger into my entrance, slowly stretching me to prepare me for him later. | moaned 
with pleasure, forcing my eyes to stay open and focus on him, drinking in his look of utmost concentration as 
he watched his fingers disappear into me and reappear a moment later. It didn't take long before | was writhing 
and moaning shamelessly on the bed- it seemed that | had taught him well. Or perhaps he was just a natural, 
knowing exactly when and where to crook his fingers in order to have me arching off the bed and begging him 
to just fuck me, now. 


He suddenly stopped his motions, letting me collapse back amongst the pillows, panting for breath and trying to 
stop my head from spinning. He moved over me to gently kiss my lips, sliding his tongue in gently and just 
exploring me, slowly. As soon as | began to respond, having finally caught some breath, he pulled away and 
slowly eased the condom over his throbbing erection | sat up to reach for the lube to slick over him, but he 


stopped me, darting his hand out to grab it before | could 


"Sorry- | just didn't think | could take you touching me right now. Well, unless you don't want this to last more 


than five minutes," he chuckled. 


| nodded silently, laying back against the bed once more and spreading out for him to settle between my legs. | 
arched back, hooking each of my legs over his shoulder and waiting for him to slide into me, waiting for that 
painful push to be followed by the most pleasure I'd ever felt. Finally, | felt him nudge against my entrance and 
| braced myself, letting out a sigh as he entered me, fully and deeply. Wrapping my arms around him tightly, | 


buried my face in his hair, wanting to smell him, taste him, and never forget him in this moment. 


"Are you okay?" he whispered, his voice showing just the slightest tinge of concern, 


"I've never been better." 


He nodded, pausing to place a kiss on the side of my neck before he began his movements, pulling back from 


me before pushing in, hard. 
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| had never seen him looking as beautiful as he did now. Beautiful. There was no other word to describe him, 
laying beneath me, glistening with sweat and his eyes wide and dark with lust as he gazed at me. | could hear 
his breath rushing out from his lungs as he panted, gasped for oxygen. He arched up to me, his mouth falling 
open in a wordless sigh before he collapsed back again, a lock of his silky chestnut hair falling across his right 
eye. God, he was gorgeous... -| never thought I'd find myself thinking that about some guy, let alone my best 
friend. But shit, could you blame me when he looked like this? 


| continued to work myself into him, pushing in as deep as | physically could. | couldn't tear my eyes from his 
as he arched and moaned and writhed beneath me, seeming lost in a sea of ecstasy. He was so tight. | loved 
this, being inside of him. | could forget about everything and everyone else in the world when | was buried deep 
inside of him, his tightness holding me, surrounding me. 

| yelped in surprise when he suddenly grabbed me and held me deep within him, stopping me from moving. With 
this glint in his eyes that | now knew so well, he began to clench and unclench around my length. The streak of 
pleasure that ripped through me was almost unbearable. 

"Oh my god, Dan!" | cried, collapsing forward and burying my face in the pillow his head lay upon. 

"Mmm..you like that, darling?" 

"Oh, fuck yeah..god, yeah- just like that." 

| heard him chuckling with glee as he continued his sweet torture, clearly enjoying every second of it. Finally, | 
knew | had to stop this or | definitely wouldn't last any longer. | placed a hand on his shoulder, causing him to 
pause and glance back up into my face. 


I'm gonna cum in about 5 seconds if you don't stop right now." 


"Spoilsport," he grinned, but relenting and laying back to let me continue my pace. 


Not letting him throw me off again, | continued to pump and grind against him, our hips colliding against each 
other as | drove myself in as deep as | possibly could | let myself move slowly, taking the time to make sure | 
touch every spot | should, every spot that makes him moan headily and whisper my name between short, 
stolen breaths. | love the way he sounds when we fuck, his voice lower and deeper and grittier than I've ever 
heard it before. It's hot- makes me hot. -| felt my eyes roll back in my head as he clenched tightly around 


me, making the hot flush across my cheeks even worse. Fuck, how did | go a week without this? 


It seemed to go on forever, not that | was complaining. | was taking my time, trying to maintain a slow, steady 
rhythm, slowly inching up towards that final height of ecstasy. From the short gasps and pants coming from 
him, | could tell that Dan was close. | reached out to take one of his hands in mine, placing them by his head, 
our fingers tangled together tightly. | let my other hand snake between our sweaty bodies to firmly grip his 
leaking erection, sliding my hand up and down its length in time with my thrusts. 


"Rafe.. | need you to go faster," he whispered, so quietly that | could only just hear him even in the silence of 
the room, which was punctuated only by the sound of our heavy breathing, 


"Anything for you." 


He didn't have time to respond, only letting out a short gasp as | bucked into him, pushing so far that | bent 
him nearly in half in my attempt to get him right where he needed it. Apparently | succeeded for only 
moments later he was letting out a sharp cry as he came, spilling his seed over my hand and onto his 
stomach. | continued to move, almost there myself until he surprised me, suddenly clenching his passage, the 
added tightness giving me the extra friction | needed. Letting his name escape from my lips in a quiet whisper 
as | came hard, my entire body wracked by shudders as | felt his fingers tightening around mine in a strangely 
intimate gesture. It was almost as though he were reminding me of us, that he was there; that together we 


were sharing this moment. 


| rolled away from Dan, burying my face in the cool whiteness of the hotel-room cushions and frowning when | 
smelt the cheap tanginess of the groupie's perfume. | turned away from it, rolling over to find Dan's arms 
wrapping around my warm body, my face finding its rightful place in the crook of his neck and immediately 
being enveloped in his familiar scent. | couldn't help but grin- despite all that we'd just done, he still smelt like 
fruit. 


"What are you laughing about?" he asked, pulling away to try and peer into my face. 
"You still smell like fruit. -Sweaty fruit, but still fruit" 
He laughed, moving away and burying his face into my chest. He breathed in deeply, making me laugh as his 


breath tickled my sensitive skin. He quickly darted his tongue out to swipe at one of my nipples before he 


moved up to grin cheekily at me. 


"Well you smell like vanilla.and cigarettes. And sex. Lots of it” 


"| smell like sex? Not surprising, considering what just happened," | laughed, poking him in the side and making 


him squirm. 


"Yeah..and you taste delicious," he grinned wickedly, that glint | loved so much returning to his eyes as he 


wiggled down the bed a little until he was face-to-face with my chest once more. 


Sliding his tongue out between his lips seductively, he wrapped one around my nipple, lapping at it delicately 
before leaning down to suck on it. Nipping it gently, he continued to play with it until he'd left a dark, red 


bruise around it, marking me. 
"Mmm...s0 delicious..." he purred. 


| laughed, pulling him up again so that | could kiss him, slowly and leisurely. It didn't take long for him to try 
and turn our kiss into another round of sex, so reluctantly | pulled away from him, stroking his hair out from 


his eyes so that | could gaze into his bright emerald orbs. 
"You're a horny little shit aren't you?" | grinned, to which he stuck his tongue out at me. 
"Yes, but you love it" 


| couldn't deny my love for his libido so | laughed once more, dragging him out of bed and towards the 
bathroom, where | turned on the shower. Glancing over my shoulder as | climbed in, | warned him that we 
should actually get clean, telling him to keep his hands to himself. Of course, it became obvious that I'd failed 
when | found myself pinned against the cold, tiled wall of the shower with Dars lips crushed against mine. Oh 


well- its not like | was going to complain about it.. 


Chapter Thirty 


Author's Notes: 
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"You're staying tonight?" 

He looked up at me from his position at the foot of the bed. He was naked and still glowing from our short 
session in the shower. He paused from drying his hair and draped his towel over his shoulders, looking up at 
me thoughtfully. 


"|. guess so. Plus, | don't think | can face Jake right now." 


| nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. | padded over to him quietly, perching myself next to him and sliding 


an arm over his shoulders. 
"We'll tell him once the tour is over. We have to." 


‘| never had a problem with telling him in the first place," he retorted, receiving a stern glare from me in 


return. 

"Dan, please- do we have to go into this again? Don't think about the two of us; think about what this could do 
to all of us. We both know what Jake is like- he can get almost as hot-headed as | can. Do you honestly think 
that telling him whilst we're still touring and have appearances to make is a good idea? Honestly?" 

He sighed, looking up at me regretfully, "No." 


"Exactly. Come on- it isn't much longer until we have to go home anyway. Okay?" 


"Yeah..but | hate it when you're right. | hate it when you have any good ideas at all," he pouted, yanking at his 


towel and scrubbing it over his damp head of hair. 
"Shut up- you make it sound as though these occasions are rare!" 


"They are, you cocky little shit!" he laughed, almost squealing when | yanked his towel from his hands and 


covered his face with it. 


"-Ew. Dan, | think there's cum on this towel..." 

"What?" he screeched, "I've been drying my fucking hair with this! Let me see!" 

Before | could stop him he'd twisted out of my grasp and was scrupulously inspecting the perfectly clean towel. 
It took him a full ten minutes to examine every inch of the fluffy white towel before letting out an indignant 
cry and hitting me, hard. 

"You fucker! It's clean!" he yelled as he leapt on top of me, knocking me flat backwards. 


"Hmmm..we'll see. Perhaps not in another twenty minutes or so it won't be," | chuckled. 


"And you called me a horny little shit!" he laughed, trying to squirm away from me as | wrapped my arms 


around him tightly. 

"Just making up for lost time, babe." 

"A week constitutes as lost time?" 

"Hell yeah! There are twenty four hours in every day, during which | think we should be fucking for about ten 


hours. So we've missed out on seventy hours of sex; and that's a fuck-load of head to be missing out on." | 


purred as | attacked his neck with kisses. 


| was woken suddenly to the feel of something digging uncomfortably into my ribs. With a frown, | opened my 
eyes, squinting against the light. Dan was still curled up in front of me, one of my arms draped over him, but 
as opposed to being still he was squirming in his sleep and digging his elbow into my ribs. With a sigh, | tried to 
move him, only to be jabbed as he jerked in his sleep, his elbow shooting backwards and connecting with my 
ribs. 


"Oh, fuck!" | gritted, jolting into an upright position as Dan started and opened his eyes, looking confused and 
glazed. 


"Whaaa?" he yawned, reaching a hand out to pat at me awkwardly. 
"Nothing. You only fuckin’ broke my rib," | muttered, rubbing at my sore rib. 
"Sorry babe- | think | need some readjusting. Jake doesn’t always sleep as close to me as you do." 


He yawned once more, rubbing at his sleepy eyes with the back of his hand. | reached out and took a hand into 
mine, rubbing my fingers over his, feeling the tips of his fingers, rough from all those years of playing guitar. 


"IFs okay, but | swear I've never shared a bed with anyone that tosses and turns as much as you do," | 


grinned. 
‘I'm so sorry- | never mean to wake you.. May be we should stick some pillows between us?" 


"No- we don't need to," | quickly cut in, "It's always nice to know that it's you next to me when I'm asleep- 


even if it does usually result in some minor rib-bruising.’ 


He smiled at me, that sleepy, early-morning smile with his hair falling into his half-closed eyes. | couldn't help 
but smile back at him before | pulled him back to me, rolling him over so that he was facing me, his face 
nestling into the space between my chin and my shoulder. Our legs tangled together automatically and | noted 
that he immediately threw his leg over mine, almost possessively, as though wanting to hold me as closely and 
tightly to him as he possibly could | tried not to think about it anymore than | already had, and closed my 
eyes, folding my arms around his warm, lithe body and instantly being surrounded by his comfortingly 


distinctive scent. 


What I'd told him was the truth- | did enjoy knowing that it was him that lay next to me and not some 
nameless groupie-slut that had found her way to my room in a drunken daze. | liked that when | woke up in 
the morning, he'd still be there, either curled up and asleep or gazing adoringly at me, blushing slightly when | 
opened my eyes to see him gazing right back. I'd become used to this sense of familiarity surrounding our 
relationship- or whatever it is you could call it- that in this one week without him, my body and mind had 
already started going into withdrawal from his touch, his voice, his scent, his eyes.. Oh god, especially his eyes; 
whenever he looked at me, | could almost feel his bright green orbs tearing into my soul and revealing all of 


my heart's desires. 
"What is it?" he asked, his voice snapping me back to reality. 


"Nothing- | was just thinking," | shrugged, shuffling a little closer to him and placing a little kiss on the tip of 


his nose. 


His face just lit up from that small gesture of affection, and in his smile | could see how much | truly meant 
to him. | couldn't help but feel suddenly guilty, guilty that he who had so much to lose was willing to, just for 
me..and | was stopping him. So, | hadn't exactly embraced this whole thing with open arms. | mean, | loved 
every minute of it, every second that | was with him, alone..but the idea of admitting it, to everyone, really, 
really scared me. | mean, really. But then he looked at me with those eyes of his and my fears and worries 


slowly began to trickle away. 


"Come on- stop thinking. You always think too much," he murmured, brushing his hand lightly over my cheek 
before snuggling into me and kissing my chest. 


| nodded silently, knowing he couldn't see me through his closed eyes and let myself be lost in this feeling too, 
closing my eyes and gently playing with strands of his hair until | eventually drifted back into peaceful oblivion. 


Chapter Thirty One 


We woke up properly a couple of hours later, to the sun streaming in through a crack in the curtains. | woke 
up first, during which | was allowed to indulge in my guilty pleasure- watching Dan sleep. The soft touches of 
the morning sun fell across his hair, highlighting strips copper and casting a pale, golden glow over his already 
lightly tanned body. | knew, however, that he shouldn't stay here for too long, to avoid arousing suspicions. 
With a resigned sigh, | gently brushed his hair away from his neck, leaning down to place a row of light kisses 
across it. | could feel him stirring beneath me, and so | continued to caress his neck with the touch of my lips. 
Soon he rolled over onto his back, reaching up blindly for me and kissing me, hard. Usually I'd be squeamish 
about kissing someone first thing in the morning- | had a thing about morning breath- but at that moment, | 


couldn't have cared less. It was Dan, after all- for him, | could make exceptions. 

‘Only a week more.." he whispered, nuzzling his face against my neck. 

"What?" 

‘Of tour. Only a week more." 

| felt an excited flush burn up on my cheeks, the thought of being back in my own grotty apartment with Dan 
spread out naked in my bed suddenly jumping into my mind. | grinned, kissing him again before sitting up and 
yawning as | stretched my arms above my head. 


"We need a shower..and then I'm sure we're meant to be doing something band-ish.." 


"We are, remember? Lunch with the guys, radio interview, rest, sound-check, gig, bus. Honestly, what would 


you do without me to sort out your life, eh?" 

"Be even more hopeless than | already am?" 

Dan laughed, tossing the sheets aside and revealing his wonderfully lean body to me. | couldn't resist him, 
launching forward to wrap him up in my arms before | kissed him fiercely, wanting to be able to taste him for 
the rest of the day. He complied, letting me ravish him before he wriggled out of my grasp and ran into the 
bathroom, with me hot on his heels. 


"Nol" he laughed, "You can't come in- we have to leave this room!" 


"But | need a shower..and you better be in it too.." | growled lowly, pushing against the door open enough for 
me to slip in, much to Dan's protests. 


"Rafe! No, come on..please..no... I'm not laughing, Rafel We need to get clean..we stink.we smell like sex..we really 


need- ooohhh..." 


His protests trickled off into a quiet moan as | pressed my body against him, backing us both into the shower 
and turning the spray on over us. Soon we were at it again, moaning and writhing under the cool spray of the 


shower. 
"Mmm..so much for getting clean, huh?" 


"You sexual predator, you.." he chuckled. 


The rest of the day went past in a blur- | could barely remember any of it. As | showered- alone this time- 
before we left for sound check that evening, | closed my eyes and tried to remember the day. | remembered 
trying not to look at Dan and grin, at lunch, trying to remind myself that he was technically still with Jake. We 
both sat through the entire meal with the most ridiculous grins stamped across our faces, avoiding each 
other's gaze and telling everyone we were still drunk from the night before, not explaining that it wasn't quite 
the sort of drunkenness they expected. At the radio interview Dan flirted with me outrageously the entire 
time, making everyone laugh at my apparent discomfort- if only they knew how hard | was trying disguise how 
turned on | was- and | remembered that warm feeling of knowing that he meant every word he said, that it 
wasn't just the playful teasing everyone else thought it was. | tried to stop myself thinking about Dan before 
this shower turned into a slightly more sensual experience than it ought to have been, but it was too late. 


With a sigh, | slid one hand down my stomach, lower, wrapping my hand around my cock and slowly pumping.. 


Twenty minutes later and | was hurriedly dressing, interrupted by a couple of sharp knocks on my door. 
Quickly zipping up my tight drain-pipe jeans and grabbing a red silk shirt which | threw over my shoulders, | 
jogged to the door and threw it open to see Dan grinning at me. | almost reached over to kiss him, when | 


noticed Jake lingering in the background. 
"Hey slow-coach, we came to tell you to hurry the hell up. Everyone else is waiting downstairs." 


‘Im ready, I'm ready! I'm the singer- I've got to look good!" | rolled my eyes, quickly attempting to button up 
my shirt and getting all the buttons done up wrong. 


Dan laughed at me, telling me to grab a towel for my hair before we left, racing down the quiet hotel corridor 
and waiting impatiently for the elevator to bring us to the Lobby. Standing in the lift | got a chance to admire 
Dan, quickly taking in the fitting leather trousers that encased his long legs and the faded, tatty Zeppelin t- 
shirt that clung to his upper body. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed me checking him out and he 


grinned, a small secretive smile that made it seem as though only | knew what was going on in his head. 


We sped through sound-check and before | knew it we were under the bright glare of the stage-lights, music 
buzzing through my ears as the show opened with an instrumental number. | finally ran out from the stage- 
wing, feeling my heart race at the sound of the fans screaming, chanting my name, clapping in time to the 
song. This was what | had worked so long for, and now, standing here in the middle of the stage with Dan to 
my right, | felt happy. Truly happy. 


Chapter Thirty Two 
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| really began to think that I'd fallen in love with touring. Perhaps it was just because it was our first tour and 
it was still surrounded by that air of excitement and anticipation, but really, | loved it. No two gigs were the 
same, despite the fact that our set-list remained the same, and | loved every second of it, revelled in That 
feeling of being adored and worshipped sent the blood pounding through every vein in my body, much in the 
same way that feeling Dan writhing beneath me did. It was almost orgasmic. -| was actually almost sad when | 
found myself preparing to get on stage for the last show of the tour. At least we were back in New York, 
home turf. | knew this place, knew this crowd, and | knew this was going to be a night that none of us would 
forget. 


"So, are you ready for this?” 


| turned and stopped; | wasn't sure whether | should laugh, gasp or just stare until my eyeballs bugged out of 
their sockets. It seemed that my body had decided on the latter option for me as | stood there gawking at Dan 
in his hot little get-up. Knowing that we were alone in the dimly-lit backstage corridor, | let my eyes roam 
over his body unashamedly, taking time to linger on his taut arms, the little waistcoat that hung over his 
otherwise bare chest, his leather-encased thighs..shit, he should always, always wear leather. Long, leather- 
wrapped legs disappeared into a pair of old cowboy boots, and the look was finished off by a Stetson perched 
on the top of his head. And Christ, did he look frustratingly hot. 


"What is it? You like?" 


| could hear the grin in his voice and looked up, finding that he was gazing steadily at me with his emerald- 


green eyes twinkling mischievously. 

"Hell, yeah- you look hot" 

"Well," he grinned suggestively, "May be later you and | could meet up and polish our guns together." 

| felt my face flush involuntarily just at the thought of what his comment could imply, but | gulped down my 
arousal and smart-assed back, "Sure that's all you've got in mind? ‘Cause I've always wanted to be able to say 


‘Ride me, cowboy’... There's just something about that phrase... 


He looked up at my quizzically, a grin playing at the corner of his lips. 


"Really?" 
| paused before continuing, "Well, no.. -Not until | saw you looking like this, anyway.” 


That answer seemed to satisfy him enough, for barely a second later he was pressed up against me, the 
weight of his body pinning me against the hard wall of the corridor as he attacked my face with his kisses. | 
barely had time to think, let alone breathe, and so | let my body react for me. Attempting to gain control of 
the kiss, | slid my fingers up his neck, knowing that | left a trail of goose-bumps behind on his skin. Feeling my 
fingers disappear amongst the silken strands of his chestnut hair, | tried to tug his head back to expose his 
neck. But he was having none of that. Unusually, Dan seemed to want to be in control of this kiss, resisting my 
caresses and grabbing both of my wrists, pulling them away from him. Dropping my hands so that they hung 
limply by my side, he snaked his tongue between my lips, grinding his hips against mine at turning up the heat 
a couple of notches. | could feel myself responding immediately, my jeans becoming just that little bit tighter 


as he forced a groan out of me, his hands roaming over my body. 

And then he pulled away. 

"Dan," | gasped, "What the-" 

"We're going to be late," he said simply. 

| could barely believe what | was hearing. Looking up at him incredulously, | saw that he was staring back at 
me with a perfect straight-face, as though nothing was wrong. Of course there was nothing wrong with the 
fact that | had a very insistent hard-on straining against the denim constraints of my jeans that just needed 
to be relieved. Nothing wrong at all. 

"Dan, |... But I." 

| just couldn't get the words out. He was standing there leaning casually against the wall with one of his hands 
resting on his hip, acting as though everything was fine. His own hard-on, however, told a completely different 
story and | had no idea what on earth he thought he was doing. 


"You what? | know you're hard.. know you're so turned on right now that you can't take it" 


| still didn't know what the hell was happening here. | spluttered, searching for words to express my confusion- 


and indignity. 
"Well..yes! Dan, c'mon.. We have time." 
"Rafe? Dan? Where the hell are you guys!’ We're on in five!" Sam's voice called from around the corner. 


| silently cursed Sam, Jake, Matt, the crowd- everyone that was stopping me from ravishing Dan right that 


very moment. Then for good measure | threw in a few curses for the male body; damn our second brain... | 


looked back up at Dan, pleadingly. | was ready to beg at that point; something I'd never, ever had to do before. 
"Well, | guess that's our cue to go," Dan said, standing upright and walking past me casually. 

"-Are you serious!?" | exclaimed, reaching out to grab his arm. 

He just smiled at me wickedly, his emerald-green eyes glinting in the dim light. 


"About as serious as your hard-on At least | get to cover up with a guitar- what the hell are you going to 
do?" 


| was left gawping wordlessly as he left me, chuckling wickedly to himself. The bastard had a point; what the 
fuck was | supposed to do? With a groan, | let my head smack backwards against the cold, hard wall of the 
corridor before hurrying to lock myself in the bathroom to relieve myself. The little shit, he was so gonna get 


it later... 


By the time the gig was over, | couldn't be mad at Dan any longer. He was fucking fantastic, there was no 
doubt that he played his best ever tonight. And just the thought of that hard-on he was hiding behind his Les 
Paul had me flushed and ready to jump him. At any second. But that just had to wait for later. 


Once we'd been through our required fan meet-and-greets and had gotten rid of Mike and his Ho (at least for 
a couple of days), all five of us left the venue together, still on a gig-high. | couldn't believe it was over; we'd 
done it. Our first tour. Sam, lovely, sweet Sam, was leaping up and down like a hyperactive child, laughing at the 
top of his voice and dancing in circles around Matt, who was frowning and taking swigs from his beer. Jake had 
his arm around Dan, and they were both grinning broadly as Dan took a couple of puffs from his cigarette 
whilst Jake chattered. At that very moment, | didn't mind too much that Jake and Dan were all..lovey-dovey. It 
was to be expected, | guess, but deep down | felt guilty, knowing that in a couple of days their relationship 
would be over. That is, if Dan stuck to his view and wanted to do it in with Jake. Taking a long drag from my 
Marlboro, | heard a squeal as Matt apparently gave in and began to join Sam in his hyperness as the two of 
them took off down the street, laughing uncontrollably. With a grin | looked up and instantly met Dan's eyes. His 


eyes were laughing as he looked at me, slowly moving away from Jake's embrace and sauntering over to me. 
"We fucking did it" 


| nodded silently, letting him sling his arm around me in a half-hearted hug, whispering into my ear that we'd 
have our own private celebration later. | grinned, returning his hug and watching him as he virtually skipped 
around Jake and |. Sam and Matt had already crossed the road and were waiting for us outside the bar we 


were headed for. 


"Hurry the hell up you two- | intend on getting pissed out of my mind tonight, and | want a good start to it!" 


he laughed, flashing me a grin from over his shoulder as he stepped out onto the road. 


And then it happened. 


Chapter Thirty Three 
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~Rafe~ 


The image would never leave my mind. | don't think | could ever forget it, that nightmarish, split-second during 
which | thought my whole world was going to crumble. His smile- his wonderful, heart-melting smile as he 
stepped off the pavement and onto the road. The screech of that fucker's tires as he skipped a fucking red 
light and came speeding straight at Dan. Jake's cry as the car tried to slow down, but a second too late. The 


sight of Dan crumpling to the floor as the car hit him, slowing down and swerving into the pavement. 
The feeling of my heart rising up into my throat and bursting. 


Thank god the asshole reacted, thank god he swerved, thank god he actually slowed down. Dan wouldn't have 
had a chance in hell otherwise. Seeing him in that hospital bed, getting away with a concussion and a few 
bruised ribs was too much for me- | don't know what | would have done if he'd been seriously hurt. Fuck, I'd 


be lost. 


Jake just sobbed and sobbed whilst we were at the hospital getting Dan checked out. He kept repeating the 
words the doctor told us; "If that car hadn't swerved in time, Dan would be dead." Poor, poor Jake.. He looked 
so shaken up, | could only just comprehend what he must have been feeling. But | think | knew. It was love. Just 
seeing Dan sprawled on the road and for one millisecond thinking that it was over, he was gone and l'd lost him 
forever, it really kicked some sense into me. | loved him- fucking loved him. It was like | could breathe again, 


finally acknowledging this, putting a word to it. Love. Christ, who would have thought? 

The doctors finally let us see Dan, but only for a few brief moments. Sam and Matt went in first, then Dan 
asked to see Jake next. Looking though the window, it felt as though | were intruding, especially when Jake 
virtually collapsed next to Dan's bed, his shoulders heaving as he cried into his sheet. | had to look away- it 
just didn't feel right. 

"Hey..." 


"Dan, shit... When | saw you, out on the road.. | thought you- | just thought." 


| trailed off, unable to say it. ‘| thought you were dead’ God, no; | wouldn't be able to bring myself to say it. | 


forced myself to look up from my hands and took a tentative step closer to his bed. | eventually lowered 


myself into the chair placed by his bed and placed one of my shaking hands over his. 


"Rafe, just.. Shut up. Don't think about that, alright? I'm fine, see? The doctor's said they're gonna keep me in 
here for tonight to monitor my concussion and if everything is okay I'll probably be out tomorrow. Just thank 
god that fucker swerved." 


| nodded, numbly, just focusing on the feeling of his hand beneath mine, reminding me that he was there, that 
it was alright. 


"Rafe... You know, the first thing that came into my mind when | saw that car coming at me was you. This 
image of you just popped into my mind and | thought.. -I thought I'd never see you again, and that scared me 
more than the thought of dying did" 


| looked up into his face and saw that his beautiful green eyes were red-rimmed and glistening with tears. As 
he looked at me, | saw everything | felt, every ounce of the love he felt for me. And | couldn't believe that I'd 


ever, ever tried to resist it. How fucking stupid | was for doing so. 


"Dan, please don't. Don't say that, please.. You're okay..you're gonna be okay. Tomorrow, you'll be out, and 


we're going to go back to my apartment and you're never, ever going to leave. Ever." 


"But oh, Rafe.. There's Jake. Shit, Jake.. He came in here just now and he was almost hysterical. He kept crying 
and telling me that he wouldn't have been able to live without me, his life wouldn't have been worth anything 
without me. It scared me, Rafe, ‘cause when | looked into his eyes, | knew he meant it. | cant- what are we 


going to do? | can't just..eave him after this, after he said that. But | need you, need you so much...” 


| stroked his hand gently, running my thumb over his knuckles and feeling his skin, soft beneath mine. | so 
desperately wanted to kiss him right then, to kiss him and reassure him that | understood, that | could wait, 
but | knew that we couldn't risk someone seeing us right then. So instead, | gave his hand a light squeeze and 


smiled at him faintly. 


"Dan, it's alright. We just have to do things one step at a time. First, you need to rest up and be better for 


tomorrow, alright?" 


He nodded silently, looking more worn and tired than | had ever seen him. It scared me, seeing him so helpless. 
It wasn't right- Dan was the strong one, the steady one, the one you could rely on. It shouldn't have been him 
lying in the hospital bed; he should have been the one out in the corridor, telling us all it would be okay. Not 


me, it shouldn't have been me out there. 
"Rafe, | love you." 
| glanced over to see Dan looking up at me with tired green eyes. | smiled gently, giving his hand a light 


squeeze. At that point, | really, really wanted to reciprocate, to finally utter those three words he'd been 
hanging on to hear me say..but | couldn't, not right now. Not like this, when we were sat here in this hospital 


room with Jake outside, crying his heart out. 
"I know you do.. And you know that l.. Well, you know, right?" 
Dan nodded slowly, a sad little smile creeping over his lips. 


"Okay. | think | better go before someone comes in to tell me to fuck off. I've definitely been in here longer 
than | should have been.." | whispered, glancing over my shoulder before | took a chance and leant forward to 


quickly kiss Dan on the cheek 
"ll come back tomorrow, alright? Nice and early, to check up on you." 
"Keep the bed warm for me, alright?" 


| smiled and nodded, rising from my seat and walking towards the door. | stopped to flash him another smile 
over my shoulder before | stepped out into the brightly-lit corridor. Jake, Sam and Matt were seated in three 
chairs, looking worried and tired. Three pairs of eyes raised to look up at me when | appeared, waiting for me 


to say something. 
"He'll be alright. Just needs some meds and some rest, and he should be okay tomorrow." 


Sam and Matt nodded mutely in understand, but when | looked at Jake, his face was pale and tear-streaked. l'm 
not sure why, but | felt obliged to go to him. So | did, placing my hand awkwardly on his shoulder and making 


him look at me again. 

"Hey...you gonna be okay?" 

"l- | think | should stay here. With him. 

| paused, unsure of how to reply, but Jake carried on 


| need to be with him- he.. Seeing him then.. | just-" his voice dropped to a low whisper, "He's my life, Rafe. If 
anything happens to him and I'm not here.. | wouldn't be able to carry on without him." 


He broke off in a sob, his body shaking as he cried. Numbly, | wrapped an arm over his shoulder in a motion to 
comfort him, but he turned to me, crying into my shirt. With each of his tears that soaked through to my 
skin, | felt more and more guilty for taking Dan away from him. Perhaps Dan was right- we couldn't do this to 
Jake. We couldn't tell him. That just left us with the question of what we were going to do; could we stop this 
now that it had gone so far? 


My head began to throb, and | realised just how exhausted | was. It seemed as though the doctor was trying 
to convince Jake to go home, though he was insisting adamantly that he had to stay with Dan. Finally Sam 
managed to promise the doctor that he'd drive Jake back to his apartment and Jake reluctantly agreed, once 


the doctor promised to call him if anything happened. | went to talk to the doctor as Jake, Sam and Matt began 


to leave, calling over to me that they'll be in touch and would probably see me back here tomorrow. 


As | finally began to leave the hospital | passed Dan's room, glancing in through the window to see that he was 
still awake. He glanced up and his eyes met mine, and he immediately smiled. | gave him a little wave as | walked 


past, and he nodded, mouthing ‘| love you'. | just smiled back, finally forcing myself to walk away. 


Chapter Thirty Four 
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Sam and Matt left eventually, whilst Jake and Rafe stayed on. Glancing at the clock and realising that it was 
already the latter end of the afternoon, | realised just how tired | was. With a yawn, | looked over at Jake and 
Rafe. 


"Hey..not to sound ungrateful or anything, but I'm exhausted...” 


Rafe nodded in understanding and rose from his seat, walking over to give me a tentative one-armed hug. He 


gave Jake a quick nod before moving towards the door. 


"Oh Rafe- your jacket," | quickly called, grabbing his leather jacket from the back of the chair | went to hand it 
to him. 


"Come back later- | need you," | whispered. 

He nodded in understanding but couldn't hide the slight tinge of guilt in his eyes, reflecting my own feelings. He 
quietly whispered a ‘See you later’ before he retreated out of my apartment. Closing the door behind him, | 
returned to the sofa, where Jake was still sat. He didn't appear to be in any rush to leave, and | wasn't sure if 
| should kick him out yet. There was a part of me that wanted him to just leave so that | wouldn't have to 
talk to him, and another part of me that wanted to tell him everything. With a sigh, | decided on the latter and 
turned to look at him. 


"Jake, we need to talk..." 


| trailed off, startled by the sight that met me. Jake was silent, his normally clear blue eyes were red-rimmed 
and glassy from his tears. Letting his tears slide silently down his cheeks, he looked up when he realised | was 
staring at him, and he smiled meekly. Tentatively, | reached a hand out and placed it on his arm. 

"Jake?" 

'I- I'm sorry. l'm being stupid.” 


"Don't be ridiculous- what is it, hon?" 


He raised his teary eyes back up to meet my gaze and he couldn't hold back a sniffle. 


"| was so scared, Dan. | couldn't sleep last night- | just kept thinking, ‘What if." and waiting for a call from the 
hospital." 


"Oh, Jake.. You know they said | was alright; they said it was minor and that I'd be fine," | said gently. 
He shook his head adamantly, tears soaking his cheeks. 


"You don't understand, Danny. You- you just can't imagine what it was like, seeing you sprawled out on the 


tarmac, so, so still.. You looked..dead" 


He choked on that last word and leant forward, burying his face in his hands. | tenderly stroked his back, trying 
to sooth him. 


"Ssshhh... Jake, it's okay now though. I'm here, aren't 1?" 
"I know..but | kept thinking about you, and Emma, and it was just too.." 


He sighed, trying to wipe away the tears from his eyes. I'd forgotten all about Emma. Emma was his older 
sister, and she'd been killed in a car accident. | remember him telling me all about it when we first got 
together- it had happened only a year before we started dating. According to Jake, they'd been really close, 
and it had taken him some time to get over what happened. Emma had been killed when a drunk driver hit her 
as she crossed the road Jake had been there, waiting for her on the other side of the road Shit, how could | 


have forgotten about Emma? 


"When | saw you, | just saw Em again. | remember when | saw her on the ground, | just knew that there was 


no way, no way that she was still.. And then | saw you, and | just thought." 


| reached out and wrapped my arms around him, letting him cry into my shirt as | soothingly stroked his back 
in an attempt to still his sobs. 


| honestly don't think I'd be able to live without you, Dan- you're everything to me. | just wouldn't be able to 
handle it." 


| felt my heart tighten in my chest. | hated myself right then, hated myself for doing this to Jake. It would 
break him if he found out; he really loved me and | didn't deserve it at all. | knew he was going to have to know 
the truth about how | felt eventually, though | wasn't sure how. | just couldn't bring myself to tell him, 
especially not after he'd said that, but the idea of him coming across it himself was out of the question. Fuck, 
what the hell have | gotten myself into? 


"Dan?" 


| look up, meeting his clear blue eyes as they survey me nervously. Chewing lightly on his bottom lip as he 


looks at me, he looks so..scared. 


"Can | stay here tonight? | know you want to rest, | just..l just want to be with you." 

My heart breaks. He loves me so much and I'm betraying him. I'm a bastard and it should be me that's 
hurting, not him. Shit, why did he have to be so wonderful and sweet? It was in times like these when | wished 
he was bastard. At least then I'd have an excuse for going off behind his back. Fuck 


"Of course. | want to turn in soon, | just need to get a few things done." 


He nodded, smiling a little as he got off the couch and wandered into my bedroom. | went into the kitchen, 
taking out my mobile phone and dialling Rafe's number. 


"Hey- shall | come over now?" 
| sighed, closing my eyes against the guilt. 


"Rafe, I'm so sorry.. But, well, Jake.. He was so upset and he asked if he could stay here tonight; | couldn't say 
no. After everything I've done, | think this is the least | can do for him." 


| could hear Rafe sigh on the other end of the line but | could just imagine him nodding slowly. Finally he spoke 


again. 

"What did he say?" 

"That he couldn't live without me. Rafe, | should go. Call me?" 

"| will. l- | love you, Dan. | love you, alright? You do know that, don't you?" 

His voice was quiet and gentle; just listening to it made me feel warm and comfortable, as though he had his 
arms wrapped around me that very moment. l'd waited for years to hear him say those words, and now that 
he finally had | knew that there was nothing that else that could feel so good. Three small words could do that 
to me. 

"| know you do, and | love you too. But | really should go. -Just needed to tell you." 

"I know. Now quick- if you don't go now, | don't think I'll ever be able to make myself hang up on you." 

| chuckled lightly, "Fine. Talk to you soon," and | reluctantly hung up the phone. 


Once I'd wandered into my bedroom, | found Jake lain out on my bed reading a magazine. He looked up when | 


entered the room, his eyes lighting up and reassuring me that he hadn't heard a word of my conversation 


with Rafe. 


"Is getting to dinner and | wasn't sure if you were hungry or not, so | ordered from our Chinese place. Prawn 
wontons, black pepper chicken, spicy beancurd and egg fried rice?" 


| smiled a little, nodding and sitting next to him on the bed. He never forgot a single thing, remembered 
everything | liked, all my favourite books or movies or food or music. He really, really cared. | stretched out 
next to him on the bed and closed my eyes, letting myself doze lightly. | could feel his hand running through 
my hair and | opened one eye to see that he was still reading, his hand moving instinctively through my hair 
as he played with stray strands. | couldn't help smiling a little as | closed my eyes, knowing that this was one 
of those ‘old married couple' moments that I'd always wanted. But then | realised I'd always wanted them with 
Rafe and the smile on my face disappeared instantly. 


When the food arrived, Jake and | ate in silence, cross-legged on the bed. Finishing, | grabbed the now empty 
take-out containers and used chopsticks, dumping them into the bin before turning to see Jake perched 
awkwardly on the edge of the bed. 


"So..you gonna turn in?" 
| nodded, "Yeah, I'm feeling pretty tired” 


He didn't answer, just watching me as | tugged off my shirt and undid my jeans, letting them slide to the floor. 
| kicked them off before wandering into the bathroom and brushing my teeth. When Jake walked in, | handed 
him his toothbrush- the one he keeps here- and continued going about my business. When Jake emerged from 


the bathroom, | was already in bed. 

"Goodnight Jake," | murmured quietly, not turning to face him as he slid in next to me. 

"Night Dan," he whispered, placing a kiss on the side of my neck before snuggling close to me. 

| closed my eyes against the tears that threatened to spill and tried not to think Hearing Jake's breathing even 
out as sleep took him, | opened my eyes and watched the glow of the alarm-clock on my nightstand, watching 


as the numbers changed over and over again. | just couldn't do this anymore- | had to..go. Away. Somewhere | 


could think. With that thought settling in my mind, | closed my eyes again and let myself drift to sleep. 


Chapter Thirty Five 
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~Dan~ 


| gasped, arching backwards as his heat enveloped me. Taking a moment to steady myself, | drove forward into 
him, feeling my cock disappear deep into his warmth. His back was glossy with sweat, and my hands ran over it 


easily, gripping his waist to bring him back against me, meeting my strong, hard thrusts. 


| opened my eyes, seeing the cloud of white-blond hair in front of me, hearing him whimper my name as | 


forced the pleasure out of him. My name, like a mantra, was filling the air as he said it over and over again 
"Dan... Oh, god, Dan!" 


His groans echoed in my ear, and | remembered how much he loved this. We didn't do this often, but god did 
he love it when | topped. | think he liked surrendering himself to me, letting me have control. Whatever it was 
about this, his groans and gasps indicated that he was enjoying himself, and that was all that mattered right 
now. Clenching my eyes tightly shut, | pounded into him, angling my thrusts a little to hit him right there... 


"Fuck, Dan!" 
| grinned lazily at the pleasure in his voice and almost yelped when a hand gripped my shoulder. 
| don't think so. The only one fucking Dan, will be me..." 


Opening my eyes, | glanced over my shoulder and saw chocolate brown eyes staring heatedly at me. He bent 


down to bite at my neck, not hard enough to draw any blood but hard enough to hurt, just a litle. 
"Shit, Rafe." | whispered, trying to force my eyes to stay open 


He didn't answer. | heard the sound of tearing coming from behind me and | looked back to see him rolling a 
condom down his hard length. As | thrust into Dan, | couldn't hold back a gasp when | felt him pressed up 
against me, the tip of his cock hovering at my entrance. With a hiss of pleasure, he pushed into me and | 
gasped against the friction. | braced myself for the feeling of him fucking me, but he grabbed onto my hips 
and held me to him, holding me back on his cock. | could feel his hipbone digging into my waist, and he drew us 


both back, controlling my every movement. Buried deep inside of me, he drew me out of Jake a little before 


sliding me back in slowly, so, so slowly. 


| dropped my head back onto his shoulder, moaning lowly. Fuck, this was amazing. Oh god.. | wondered briefly if 
Jake even knew that Rafe was here, but from the cries spilling from his mouth, | doubt he'd care at this 


moment. 


Every coherent thought was wiped from my mind as Rafe lifted me onto my toes, changing the angle of which 
| was thrusting into Jake. | could tell he was going to cum soon, could feel that tight clenching around me that 
signalled it. 


"Oh Dan... Shit, I'm gonna..Dan..”" 


Rafe clearly heard this for he suddenly moved harder, faster, driving me into Jake with such force that | 
almost came too. Jake was letting out sharp cries of incoherent ecstasy as he clenched tightly around me, his 
body shuddering almost violently as he spilled his seed as he came, hard. As he did, | felt Rafe slide out of me 
a little before he finally began to fuck me at just the right angle, rubbing over that spot and forcing me to 
lean against Jake's back. As he thrust into me, one of his hands slid over my smooth chest, fingers tracing 
around a hard nipple as he worked towards his own orgasm. | could feel my own orgasm building up quickly in 
the pit of my stomach but | tried and hold back, waiting for Rafe. It wasn't long until his moans grew louder 
and more heated and before | knew it he was slamming into me, his voice coming out in a long cry as he came. 


He kept pumping, knowing | needed my turn too and soon | was almost there, almost there..almost..god.. 


-| sat up in bed, chest heaving, sweat gathered on my brow. Fuck, | was hard. That dream..god, that was so 
twisted. Still trying to regain my breath, | glance over at Jake, seeing him sleeping soundly. That guy could sleep 
through an earthquake. Hurriedly slipping out of bed, | climbed into the shower, letting the icy cold water wash 


over my over-heated body. 


| let my hand slide down until | was gripping my leaking cock and brought myself off quickly, just needing 
release. | still can't believe that dream. It was so..wrong. Jake and Rafe? Oh, god. | couldn't deny that the idea 
was hot, but it was just..wrong. That would be the ultimate betrayal of my feelings for Rafe and the worst 
way of hurting Jake. Or at least | think it would be anyway. 


I'd been so lost in my thoughts and my need for release that | hadn't noticed Jake standing in the doorway 
until he spoke. 


"You should have just woken me up. You know | would have loved to take care of that for you," he grinned, 


watching me through the glass of my shower cubicle. 


"You looked so tired- | couldn't wake you," | muttered, quickly stepping back under the spray and letting the 
water wash the suds off my body. 


| looked up to see Jake dropping his boxers to the floor before he slid open the door and stepped in. Wrapping 


his arms around my waist, he kissed the back of my neck. 

"Well, I'm awake now.." he whispered and | could hear the grin in his voice. 

"Its okay- l'm done anyway." 

| squirmed out of his grasp and stepped out of the cubicle, grabbing a towel from the rack and quickly left the 
bathroom. With a sigh, | collapsed onto the bed, letting my head fall into my hands. | just couldn't do this. 

"Jake, | need to get away." 


"Sure, whatever you need. So, where do you want to go? | was thinking we could go somewhere hot with a 
beach?" 


| hesitated, knowing that he didn't get what | meant. Chewing on my bottom lip, | slowly turned to look at him. 


"No... | mean, | need to go away. Alone. | just..there are things | need to do, things | need to sort out for myself. 
| just- | just need this time, Jake." 


| could see the confusion in his eyes as he took in what I'd just said. He began to nod slowly, his brow furrowed 
with worry. He glanced up at me briefly before looking back down at his hands, which he was twisting together 
in his lap. 

"For how long?" 

"Just one or two weeks, | guess. Not too long.” 

"Where?" 

"-| was thinking of going home." 

His head snapped up to look straight into my eyes, very obviously shocked. 

"Home? As in London, home?" 

"Yeah. That one." 

"Are you serious? You did say you left for a reason" 


"I know. But he's dead, Jake- he's been dead for a year and | can't avoid England forever." 


"What about James?" 


"Screw James- | don't have to see him. But | do need to go." 

He hesitated for a moment before he nodded mutely. He didn't say anything, just nodded his head and glanced 
up to look at me briefly once more. Getting to his feet, he padded into the living room and started putting on 
his shoes. | followed him, going out to hover by him as he slowly did up his laces. 

"l'm gonna go." 

| nodded and let him wrap me up into a brief hug. 

"Let me know when you decide to leave. And, uh, make sure you call me, okay?" 

"Sure." 

He let himself out, quietly creaking the front door open and letting it slam behind him. | wasn't sure if he 
meant it to slam so loudly, but the sound made me jump even though | was watching the door, expecting it. | 


stood there for a moment afterwards before | turned and reached for the nearest phone. | dialled the number 


and waited until | heard him answer. 


Chapter Thirty Six 
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"London? Fucking London?" 

"Yes, ‘fucking London’. lm booking the next flight out" 

"I'm coming with you." 

"You're fucking not. I'm going alone." 

"The hell you are! Jake might let you run off, but I'm not. | just got you back, Dan, I'm not going to sit here 
and let you go on some little expedition across the pond to sift through all those thoughts in your head that 
you just won't share with me. I'm not going to sit here and wait for you to come back and tell me its over 
again. So fuck you, but I'm going with you." 

"Don't you dare! | don't know why the hell | told you in the first place! Shit!" 


"Because | would have found out and come after you anyway.” 


"Fuck you Rafel You can't do this! You can't go from being some indecisive bugger who can't even sort out how 


he feels to being some- some wannabe romantic hero willing to trek across the world with mel" 
"England isn't across the world. And just watch me." 
"Go. Screw. Yourself” 


| slammed the phone down into its cradle before yanking out the telephone cord, unplugging it. | could barely 
believe how angry | was. He just wasn't making this any easier for me- he was meant to make it easy to walk 
away from him! He wasn't supposed to try and be romantic and gallant. He was meant to be the same 


indecisive, insensitive fuckwad | fell in love with in the first place. He was meant to make it easy for me. 


| didn't hear from Rafe the rest of that day, or the next. And then | was queuing up at the check-in counter 
at JFK and wishing | had done, mentally kicking myself for being such a stupid bastard. | should have let him 
love me, let him sweep me off my feet and accompany me back to the place I'd run away from three years 


ago. 


"| told you I'd follow you anyway.” 


My heart leapt in my chest and | turned, my gaze meeting familiar chocolate-brown eyes. | beamed happily, 


wrapping my arms around him in a hug, not caring who saw us. 
"You always have been a stubborn arse," | grinned, unable to hide how happy | was. 
"| know." 


| could tell that he was trying to keep his cool, but that look in his eyes gave it away. He was as happy as | 
was, and | knew he wanted to grin like a Cheshire Cat. | didn't give a damn at that point- | knew | was grinning 
and | knew | must have looked like an idiot. But | didn't care. He was actually here; he was coming with me. If 


this wasn't a romantic gesture, what was? 

"What is it?" 

| glanced up to see him looking at me strangely. | shrugged, nonchalantly. 
"Nothing. And don't look at me like that- | know you want to smile too." 


He shook his head, grinning a little before nudging me forward towards the check-in counter as we reached the 
front of the queue. We checked in together and | took our tickets and boarding passes, tucking them into the 
inside pocket of my jacket. We went to get some coffee and as we stepped onto the escalator, Rafe reached 
out and gave my hand a light squeeze. When | looked up at him he was looking away from me, pretending not 
to notice. | smiled, squeezing his hand back before letting him drop our hands and tuck his hand into his jacket 
pocket. My heart was beating frantically in my chest and | had butterflies in my stomach. It felt like | was 
fifteen again and on a first date- my heart was skipping beats, my stomach was doing cartwheels and | felt 
dazed. | wondered if Rafe felt the same way as | did, but he looked so cool and collected that | doubted he did. 
We soon settled down at a Starbucks and Rafe immediately went to get us some coffee, returning a moment 
later with my favourite vanilla latte. | smiled into my cup as he sipped at his cappuccino. Perhaps | was wrong 


about him. 


"No more flying coach for us, eh?" Rafe grinned as we slipped into our seat in Business class. 
‘Of course not- so we're not in First yet, but give it time hon" 


He chuckled, buckling his seatbelt and accepting the drink that the air-stewardess handed him. It felt so good, 
having him next to me. | admit that I'd slept restlessly the past few days. | didn't like sleeping alone- my bed 
was big and felt cold and empty without another body occupying it. Jake hadn't come back to see me since | 
told him | was going to London, but I'd spoken to him before | left. | settled myself deeper into my seat and 
closed my eyes, hoping to catch a quick nap before take-off. | was tired, but with Rafe beside me now, | felt 


reassured. | was still nervous as hell from him being here with me, but his presence made me feel..safe. | 


smiled to myself, letting my head slip to lean against his shoulder as | dozed. 

When | woke up my head was resting against the cold window. The side of my cheek was wet and cold from 
the condensation of the window and | wiped at it with the back of my hand. 

"Rise and shine, Sleeping Beauty.’ 


| turned to see Rafe grinning at me, chuckling at the sight of me. | could only imagine how inelegant | must 


have looked, and rubbed at my cheek once more. 

"How long have | been asleep for?" 

"About two hours. | didn't want to wake you." 

"Sorry- you must have been pretty bored” 

"Ive been alright actually’ 

"Really? | know how restless you get when you fly. What have you been doing” 

"Getting blow-jobs from air-stewardesses in the bathroom," he said, completely straight-faced. 


| gawped at him for a moment, desperately trying to figure out if he was joking or not. The look on my face 


must have cracked him as he finally laughed, much to my indignation 

"God, the look on your face was priceless," he chuckled and | darted a hand out to slap at his arm. 

‘Its not funny! Seriously, what have you been doing?" 

"Watching you sleep," he smiled gently 

"For two hours?" 

"Not for two hours. But you did look adorable, with your face all wet and pushed up against the glass," he 
laughed, "You wouldn't let me move you- you rolled off my shoulder and every time | tried to bring you back, 


you pushed me away!" 


"Shut up! That's not funny! .. That whole side of my face is numb," | muttered, glaring at him from under the 
locks of hair that had fallen into my eyes. 


"Well, | can think of a nice little work out for your face muscles.. Or at least for your mouth..." he purred. 


| grinned wickedly, knowing exactly what he had in mind. | unbuckled my seatbelt, stretching a little as | rose 


from my seat. 


"IIl just be in the loo.." | said casually, making sure | brushed against him as | slid past. 


It didn't take long until there was a knock on the door of the cubicle. Grinning, | pulled back the lock and let 
Rafe slide into the cubicle before quickly locking it. Rafe immediately grabbed me around my waist, pulling me 
to him and crushing our lips together in a frantic kiss. | could feel him get hard almost instantly and smiled 
against his lips, loving how responsive his body was. | didn't waste any time in undoing his jeans and pushing 


them off his hips. 
"Well, someone's eager." 
"Don't want to be interrupted, do 1?" | grinned wolfishly at him before falling to my knees in front of him. 


| loved doing this for him, there was a strange pleasure in focusing all my attentions on this one part of him 
and ignoring my own needs. | laved my tongue over the underside of his erect cock before unceremoniously 

deep-throating him. He let out a muffled groan and when | glanced up | saw that he was biting his bottom lip 
to try and stop himself from crying out too loudly and drawing attention to us. | worked over him hurriedly, 


not wanting this to take too long as | wasn't sure how long he could stay quiet for. Neither of us were quiet in 


bed and | didn't think it would be wise to test our limits too much. 


| could feel him beginning to shudder from where | held his hips, and | knew that he was close. | bore down on 
him harder, using my hand to help me ease him into orgasm. It wouldn't take long and | was looking forward to 
my own relief. | looked up at his face quickly and saw that his eyes were closed and he was biting his lip so 
hard that | swore it was going to bleed in any moment. He began to shake, his breathing becoming hard and 


laboured.. 

"Open the door!" 

| started, drawing back from him- Rafe couldn't hold back a frustrated groan at that. 

"Open the fucking door, Robert- | saw you go in there with some hussy!" 

| was torn between ignoring the woman at the door and opening it to tell her to fuck off. She continued to bang 
on it relentlessly, insisting that ‘Robert open the door now. | knew | wouldn't be able to concentrate with the 
racket and sighed irritably, gently pushing Rafe behind me and out of view before opening the door just a 
crack and peering out. 


"What the hell do you want?" 


The woman gawped for a moment before her face became a mask of anger. 


"Robert! | thought you said you'd cut out this fucking bi nonsense! Get out here, now! What the hell am | gonna 
tell the kids!?" 


| glared at her, "Excuse me ma'am, but can | just ask you a question?" 

She stared at me icily, which | took to be her response. 

"Am | your husband?" 

"What kind of question is that? Robert, get out here now!" she hissed. 

| felt a hand on my waist, pushing me aside. Glancing over my shoulder, | saw an irritated Rafe glaring over me 
at the woman in front of us. Looking back at the woman, | saw a look of horror slapped across her middle-aged 
face. | don't think she could have gawped any wider if she tried to. If | wasn't so frustrated and horny, | would 
have laughed. 

"Hey lady," Rafe snapped, "Am | your husband?" 

"Um, l, uh...” 

"Am | your damn husband?" he repeated, annoyance clearly present in his short tone. 

"No." 

"Wonderful- so glad we got that all sorted out. Now fuck off, you old hag!" 

And with that, he slammed the door in her face before slumping back against the wall. | collapsed against him, 
letting a giggle escape from between my lips. | could feel his still raging erection pressed against my own and | 
drew back to look at him. | reached forward to give him a quick kiss, snaking my hand between our bodies and 
stroking him firmly. 

"So, where were we?" 

"Right about here." he murmured, gently pushing me back down to my knees in front of him. 

With a smile, | unzipped him once more and finished off what we'd started The bathroom cubicle didn't give us 
much space, but it definitely presented us a challenge. | don't quite get what the fuss is about though- | guess 


it's just the element of getting caught that drives people crazy- | don't think I'll try that again too soon 


"Stop grinning like that," | hissed at Rafe, who had the widest grin I'd seen in a while plastered across his face, 


"People will know what we've been doing." 


‘Oh, relax babe," he chuckled, placing a clumsy kiss on the side of my face, "We've been in there for forty 


minutes- | think they know what we were doing anyway.” 


| knew | was blushing and | couldn't hide it. | just let Rafe steer me back into my seat as he chuckled the 


entire time. 


Chapter Thirty Seven 
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The rest of the flight was uneventful, though that woman from the bathroom kept sneaking us looks every 
now and then. | kept wondering if perhaps she recognised us, and an irrational fear that someone would 
recognise us and our secret would be leaked twitched in my heart. | pushed it away quickly, focusing instead on 
the reason I'd come on this trip- to get away from the madness. Of course, | hadn't counted on Rafe coming 
along with me- though | had hoped he would- but | knew that this was what we needed. Some time away from 
Jake, New York, music.it would do us good. We needed it, for us. Considering my history with home, I'm not too 
sure why | felt so drawn to coming back, but it wasn't like | needed to see James or anyone else from my 


past whilst | was back. 


| leaned in closer to Rafe, who was watching the sights of the city through the taxi window. | hope he doesn't 
want to do too much of the touristy stuff.. 


"Hey, we're here," | murmured, nudging him with my elbow. 
"We're not checking into a hotel?" 


| shook my head, taking the suitcase that the cab driver lugged out of the trunk, "Nope. | have a flat here- 
it's tiny though." 


Seriously? You never mentioned it.." he commented as we squeeze into the elevator. 


"Well, | never intended on ever using it again or coming back here. One of my father's sisters left it to me 
when she died." 


‘Oh.. So are you going to see your family when we're here? You haven't been back for years, so.." 

"No." 

Rafe turned to look at me, frowning noticably. | could see in his eyes that he wanted to ask, to push the 
matter further but he doesn't. He just shrugged and tugged his suitcase out into the landing after me. | led 


him to my flat, finally managing to open the door after fumbling for my keys in my pocket. 


"So, where's the bedroom?" 


| turned to gape at him, "You've gotta be kidding, even for our standards..." 


"No, not for that. l'm assuming we're sleeping in the same room, right? I've gotta unpack right now, or Il 


never do it." 


With a grin, | pointed him in the direction of the bedroom, leaving him to unpack his things. | couldn't bring 
myself to unpack immediately- the longer | thought about the reasons | left home, the more | began to think 
that coming back was a mistake. Its not as though anyone knew | was back in London, but | just couldn't help 
worrying. | didn't want to have to face anyone- not my mother, not James, not anyone. Perhaps | should have 
listened to Jake and gone to some tropical beach somewhere. I've always wanted to visit Bali after all, but no. 


had to follow my gut instinct and come skipping back home. Great. 
"Dan! Come show me which drawers | can use!" 


| couldn't help but smile at that- we're living together. Again. Okay, it's only for two weeks..but that's good 
enough for now. Still smiling at our sudden domesticity, | help Rafe unpack and sort out the things he obviously 
threw together quickly before we fall into bed together, falling asleep almost immediately. 


When | woke up the next morning, Rafe was still fast asleep. Though it hasn't happened too often, waking up 
next to him is a familiar feeling that | could easily get used to. It's far from an unpleasant experience but I'd 
be lying if | said that he's elegant when he sleeps. He snores sometimes, drools occasionally and his hair is 
always a mess when he first wakes up. But the feeling of waking up next to him, with his body pressed against 
mine so closely that it's difficult to tell if we're one body or two, his distinctive, delicious scent enveloping 
everything around me, is perfect. | can imagine waking up, years from now, and Rafe will still be lying next to 
me. He'll still smell the same; that strangely sensual scent of leather, vanilla and cigarette smoke (| still have 
yet to find out where that vanilla comes from). He'll still feel the same; this long, lean body of skin over 
muscle pressed up against my back. He'll still be the same; just Rafe. 


Stopping myself before | fell into that trap of sappiness, | placed a quick kiss on his cheek before | climb out of 
bed. | slid a robe on over my shoulders before padding out into the kitchen to make myself some tea. | miss 
the tea here; it isn't like what we get over in the States. The stuff we get over there isn't bad, but it's just 
not the same. I'll have to remember to bring back some tea with me. Sitting there alone in my little, unused 


flat, | find time to think- really, | shouldn't let myself, but | suppose | can't avoid it forever. 


Rick's dead. Richard Maddox- my father, though | stopped calling him that years ago. He died just over a year 
ago. An unexpected heart-attack, apparently. | hadn't gone to the funeral; | saw no need to do so when I'd 
already said goodbye to the arse-hole when he kicked me out of his house for being a ‘bloody queer’. | guess | 
did miss my mum, though I'm not sure if I'd ever forgive her for never standing up to the bastard. James is 
just like him- he hated me, even before he found out that his brother was a poufter. Probably because | was 
always their favourite, until they found out about my one massive fault- my sexuality. If it wouldn't have 
landed him in lock-up, I'm sure Rick would have killed me. Instead, he just let James and his homo-hating 


friends beat on me. Jake was right- | left for a reason, and good reason too. But | couldn't avoid England 


forever, and | won't see what's left of my family when I'm here. There's nothing to say to them, and definitely 


no need to see them again. 

Putting my now empty cup into the sink, | crept back into the bedroom to see if Rafe was showing any signs 
of waking up any time soon. It didn't look like he was going to, so | figured | could at least show him what good 
cooking was. Throwing on a pair of jeans and a shirt, | ran my fingers through my hair to get rid of any 
tangles and went to the hypermarket around the corner. | hoped that the smell of cooking would wake him up- 
he was always grumpier when he was woken up, but | couldn't let him sleep in all day. | wanted him with me. 
Apparently my plan worked, for as | started piling everything onto plates, | heard a sleepy-sounding Rafe call 
me from the bedroom. 

"Good morning, you," | smiled, lying down next to him and hugging him. 

"Mining," he mumbled groggily, "T'cha cooking?" 

"Thought I'd make you an English breakfast- mushrooms, pilchards and kippers." 

He turned to look at me, "Mushrooms and wha" 

"Pilchards and kippers." 

He continued to give me a strange look, clearly not knowing what | was on about. 

"Ah, right.. Pilchards are a sort of.stewed tomato thing. And kippers are fish." 


"You eat fish for breakfast? Eww." 


| laughed and poked him in the side playfully, "Don't be such a baby- just try it. | made them just for you. 


Now come on, get out of bed" 
"But l'm naked..." 


"Mmm, just the way | like you.. And you're not naked- you're still wearing your boxers. Now get up before | 


roll you out of the bed" 


Rafe glowered at me before kicking the covers away, reproachfully muttering something about "Bloody English 


dictator control-freak" 


Chapter Thirty Eight 
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~Rafe~ 


| could tell that Dan didn't want to talk. When | first met him and we started getting closer, he did tell me a bit 
about what he'd left behind here in London. | remember him telling me about his bastard of a father and his 
brother, James. After the way he talked about them, | was beyond surprised when he told me that he wanted 
to go to back to England. All | could think about though, was that he was leaving me. After the accident | could 
tell that Dan was scared about what was going to happen- to us, and with Jake. When he told me he was going 
away, the first thing that popped into my mind was that it was going to be forever. | don't know why | thought 
that- its not really like Dan to run away from something (really, that's more my kind of thing)- but the fact 
that he was going back to the one place he had run away from.. It seemed strange to me, and all | knew was 
that if | couldn't make him stay, then | was going to go with him. There was absolutely no way that he was 
going to get away from me- | thought I'd lost him once, and | was not going to let that happen ever again 


| loved knowing that it was him that slept next to me. We were both so exhausted from the flight that we 
just fell into bed together, just managing to strip down into our boxers before Dan snuggled up to me, falling 


asleep almost immediately. | only managed to stay awake for a couple of minutes after Dan fell asleep, but just 


knowing that he was lying next to me made me feel warm and safe. He always has had a calming effect on me. 
"So, what did you think?" 

| looked up to see him glancing at me with a somewhat smug look on his face. 

"About what?" 

"Breakfast. You can't fool me, Crewe- you wolfed it down!" 

"Fine, fine..it was good. But | still think it's weird, having fish for breakfast," | frowned, letting him kiss me. 

"But you liked it," he grinned triumphantly, leaning forward to give me a kiss at the corner of my mouth. 
"Yeah, | liked it.. How come you never cooked for me when we shared an apartment?" | asked suddenly. 


Dan just shrugged, "I don't actually know.. | mean, it's not like we usually sat down for dinner together every 


night or anything. - You were usually out screwing some groupie.” 
"Hey, what's with the tone?" 
"Nothing..." 


| knew what was going through his mind then and | leant forward to wrap an arm around his shoulders 


awkwardly, trying to tug him closer so that | could kiss him. 

"Yeah, well that was before | realised that |.well..| love you." 

Dan looked at me, a grin creeping over his lips, "Oh, you do, do you?" 

| nodded, keeping my gaze locked on his emerald orbs, "Yeah, kinda.just a little..may be.." 
"May be? Just may be?" he asked, frowning all-too seriously to be serious. 

"Well, | dunno.. D'you have anything that could change my mind?" 


Dan's serious look disappeared, instantly replaced by a perfectly devillish grin as he swung his long legs around 
until he slid off the stool, standing and looking at me with a predatory look. He practically stalked over to me, 
grabbing my hand in his and yanking me to my feet, so that my face was barely millimetres away from his. 


"Let's see.. Well, first of all, | love you. And secondly, you're coming with me. Bedroom. Now" 


Who was | to argue with Dan and his libido? | had a feeling that we're not going to be leaving the apartment 
today and really, l'm not going to complain. | just let Dan drag me back into his bedroom, his lips seeming 
permanently graced by a sultry smile. | can't believe | denied myself this for so long. This feeling of Dan and |, 
its beyond anything | ever imagined. | never knew | could feel this way about another person, let alone Dan. But 
now, | can't imagine myself feeling anything else but.love. And now, | can say it. The burden that has been 
lifted is unbelievable, the weight has gone and as terrifying as that is, its complete relief. | can say it, really 
say it. 


"| love you.” 


Dan paused in his seduction to just smile, brushing a hand over my cheek, pushing away the black locks of hair 
that have fallen into my eyes. Really, | should just get a different hair-cut because | swear that one day, l'm 
going to be blinded by all the hair that keeps poking me in the eye, but | have a feeling that Dan would protest 
greatly if | even so much as suggested a different hair-cut. He seems to have a thing for my hair, and I'm 
beginning to think that he actually enjoys pushing the hair out of my eyes. Whatever it is, | can't deny him his 


pleasures in life. 


"Do you know how long I've wanted to hear you say that? | mean, really say that and mean it?" he whispered, 


bringing his lips to mine once again, "If only | had the words to tell you how it makes me feel." 


Chuckling, | brushed my lips against his, "Well babe, that's why I'm the singer/song-writer and you're the 
guitarist." 


"Hey, that's not fair; | co-wrote some of our stuff! So, if you're so great with words, why don't you tell me 


how it makes you feel, hmm?" 


"Yeeeah, | don't think so. That's way too cheesy, even for now. May be when you're asleep and can't hear me- 


at least that way | won't feel so embarassed," | replied, making a face. 


Dan laughed, pushing me backwards until | fell flat on the bed, seeing his face appear in my vision mere 
seconds later. His lips met mine once more and soon we were a mess of tangled limbs, our clothes long since 
discarded and strewn around the room. It's all become so natural now, so instinctive and comfortable. | feel as 
though | know every inch of Dan's body, every ripple of lean muscle stretched beneath his skin, every curve, 
every mark. Every time we're together | find myself memorising the body writhing beneath me and discovering 


new marks, new curves that | add to the mental map of his body that I've carved into my memory. 


'Mmm..wait a minute- | just need to get, well, y'know,’ Dan smiled, disentangling himself from our knot and 


padding over to his unpacked suitcase. 


He returned a few moments later after having rummaged through the once well-packed suitcase, holding a box 
of condoms and a bottle of lube, which he handed over to me. He pulled out a single packet before tossing the 
box onto the night-stand, turning back to me and placing it into my palm, an expectant look in his eyes. | 
glanced down at the foil packet I'm holding, contemplating for a moment that seems like an age before | finally 


looked back up at a slightly confused Dan. 


"Dan..well, I've already tried one new thing today.l'm beginning to think that perhaps | should continue the trend 
for a little longer." | said slowly, trying to figure out just how to say it. 


Clearly Dan's trying to figure out what | want to say too, if the look in his eyes says anything. He's biting his 
bottom lip gently and his verdant eyes are beginning to cloud over with a look of worry. He really does worry 
too much. 


"Dan, l- | want you to. love you, and | want you inside me.." 


| can barely believe that I've let the words leave my mouth, and a ball of worry churns up in my stomach 
when Dan's eyes widen momentarily before he twists his lips into a frown. Moving so slowly that its beyond 
frustrating, he leans forward until his lips are just touching mine, our breath intermingling in the minute space 
between us. He darts his tongue out just to swipe a single lick over my lips in a strangely affectionate action, 


not moving away as he begins to speak 


Chapter Thirty Nine 
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"Are you sure?" 


| could hear my head screaming at me that no, no I'm not sure at all, but there's a tugging in my heart that 
wants it so badly. | wanted to give something to Dan, needed to give him something to prove to him that I'm 
here and I'm never going to leave. | know that it must mean something to him, that I've finally said the three 
words he's wanted me to say for so long, but | needed to show him that | really do mean them. | know I've put 
him through a lot, and | wanted to share something with him that will reassure him of my feelings. I'm scared 
shitless, but | wanted to feel Dan inside me and know that this is how it's going to be from now on- both of 
us, Together. 


"Y-yes. Yeah, l'm sure.. | want you, Dan" 


He finally moved back, just enough to enable him to look hard into my eyes. His gaze is almost stern as he 
studied me carefully, his eyes staring into mine as though searching for something. 


‘lm not going to let you do it if you're not completely sure. -It's going to hurt, just a little." 

"Dan, don't fight me on this- | want this. If I'm ever going to do this, | want it to be with you." 

His expression visibly softened at that and he moved forward as if he was going to kiss me again, but instead 
his arms wrapped around my body, pulling me closer to him. His skin against mine is soft and warm, and he 
just holds me to him for so long that | begin to wonder if he's ever going to let me go. 

"Dan..." 

| gently extricated myself from his arms and placed the condom in his palm. He looked as scared as | felt, and 
nibbled his lips nervously as he regarded me through an emerald gaze. Finally, he moved away, gently pushing 
me onto my back. | let him, knowing that | have to trust him completely if this is going to work. 

"Pass me the lube, love." 

| silently handed him the bottle, watching as he flicked the cap open and squeezed some onto his palm. He 


warmed it up between his fingers, finally looking up at me and meeting my nervous gaze. Giving me a 


reassuring smile, he moved forward until he was hovering over me, leaning in to kiss me tenderly. His lips were 


gentle against mine in a slow, open-mouthed kiss. Moments later he was coaxing my tongue into his mouth and 
just sucking on it the most delicious way that | barely noticed it when he slid a lube-slicked digit inside of me, 


slowly. | tensed involuntarily at the invasion, and Dan immediately froze. 
"Rafe-" 


"-No. Keep going. | want you to keep going," | insisted, trying desperately to keep any indication of fear out of 


my Voice. 


Dan frowned but complied, building up a slow pattern as he continued to kiss me. The initial stinging burn | felt 
when Dan slid his first finger into me was beginning to subside now and the second finger he tentatively added 
doesn't feel too bad either. He was going so slowly that | began to wonder if | ought to tell him to speed it up 
a bit, but then my breath caught in my throat and | let out a choked gasp when Dan suddenly crooked his 


fingers upwards. 

"Oh, god." 

Dan smiled, leaning forward to kiss me again, murmuring, "So, now do you see why | like this so much?" 
"Fuck.don't talk- just..do it again" 


| could hardly believe the way that I'm whimpering and begging, and it seemed that the only coherent thought 
darting through my hazy mind is ‘Hell./ could do this again! Now | see what it is that makes Dan writhe the way 


he does.. 


| actually whined when Dan withdrew his fingers and he chuckled lowly, bending down to nuzzle at my neck 


lovingly. 


"Don't worry love- I'm coming back," he whispered, his breath tickling the side of my sweat-polished neck and | 
just nod numbly. 


| lay, gazing at the patterns the sun has cast on the ceiling as its rays trickle in through a crack in the 
curtains. Shadows danced and darted as the muted noise of the street filter into the room, suddenly 
interrupted by the sound of Dan tearing open the condom wrapper and popping open the lube again My mind 
was swimming and reeling, so full of thoughts that | had yet to fully process and an unfamiliar warmth filled 


my chest when Dan's beautiful face appeared in my vision once more. 
"Are you okay?" 
"| love you." 


Dan grined happily, leaning in and rubbing his nose against mine in an Eskimo-kiss, "I take it that's a 'yes' then.. 


Come on- roll over." 


"-| want to see you.” 


I's at this point that my mind seemed to disconnect itself and all | could do was feel. Dan's hands on my hips 
never felt so strong, so comforting and he shifted one to take mine into it, holding our hands together on my 
hip as he pressed forward, agonisingly slow. There was a slight throb of pain when he first entered me but it 
slowly began to subside as Dan continued to move, sliding in deeper until | could feel the press of his hipbones 
against my ass. His eyes were wide and worried as he hovered over me, as though waiting for me to say 
something, and my eyes focused in on the specks of gold that the midday sun threw on his chestnut hair. 


"More" 


Dan nodded, the worried crinkle of his brow beginning to smooth out as he seemed to realise that he wasn't 
hurting me at all. It wasn't like anything l'd ever felt before- the stretch and pull of him against me felt 
strange, but | was getting used to it- and | was so glad I'd finally decided to do this. With Dan. 


"Trust me?" 


| was tugged back into consciousness by Dan's velvet voice, his verdant eyes looking right at me. | nodded, 
knowing | just wouldn't be able to speak, but | couldn't stifle the groan that slipped past my lips when he 
gripped my hips tighter, moving to hook my legs over his shoulders. 


"Just trust me." 
| do trust you- always have," | managed to murmur. 


Seeming satisfied, Dan pushed against me, harder than he had so far and something sparked inside of me. He 
got me there again, but this time it was stronger, more intense. He was bending me nearly in half, going deeper 
than | thought possible, and | couldn't hold back the noises | was making. The air was suddenly filled by the 
sound of me whimpering, groaning like I've never done before. The way | was feeling..it was indescribable. Dan, 
seeming encouraged, began to move a little faster, a little harder. 


"Dan, god.oh!" 


Dan actually laughed a little, sweat beading at his brow as his face neared mine, "Glad you like.. Now shut up, 


and feel this." 


His movements seemed relentless and the electric charges that seemed to be sparking inside of me began to 
become more and more frequent and far more intense. Experience told me that | wasn't going to last longer, 
but | knew that this time it was going to be different from any other orgasm I'd ever experienced before. 
Dan's hand snaked between our heated bodies and engulfed me in the familiar, firm grip I'd grown accustomed 
to and when he stroked me, | could feel shudders wracking through my body like an earthquake. It was all over 
too soon though, and the orgasm that crashed over me is one I'll never forget. By the time the shudders had 


gone, | felt as though all the oxygen ever present in my lungs had been squeezed out and | was left gasping 
for breath as Dan continued to thrust into me. | lay there feeling beyond sated as he moaned and panted his 


way through his own powerful orgasm, eventually sinking forward and stilling his movements in a sweaty daze. 


| felt as though | could lie like this forever, absorbing the strange yet entirely pleasant feeling of Dan softening 
inside of me, but he sighed contentedly and slowly pulled out. The feeling is unusual and unfamiliar, as much of 
today has been, but | find that I'm already missing the closeness of us. So | scooted closer to Dan, wordlessly 
wrapping my arms around him and burying my face in his smooth, sweat-slicked chest. There was no need for 
words right now, and the feeling of Dan's warm body next to mine is all that | want. | know that what | feel for 
him is love, but in my pleasured haze, | realise how much | need him. | need the closeness we share, the love 
he gives me so readily, the feeling of warmth that | get just from looking at him. He knows me, really knows 
me like no-one else does. It's with those thoughts that my eyes fall shut, drifting comfortably back into sleep 
with Dan beside me. 


Chapter Forty 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter Forty! Go me.. Anyway, thanks for the reviews and I\'m glad everyone enjoyed that last chapter. -l 
definitely enjoyed writing it.. ) Anyway, I\'ll try not to be so slack about updates, but we\'ll see how that goes. 
Perhaps a weekly thing, if | try hard enough? 


When | woke up again it was beginning to get dark, but Dan was still beside me. | could tell that he wasn't 
asleep from the way he was breathing, steadily but quicker than when he's fast asleep. | wriggled a little until | 
could look into his face, to see him smiling down at me. 

"Sleep well?" 

"Like a baby," | mumbled, yawning and rubbing at my eyes with the back of my hand. 

"Are you feeling okay?" 

"A little sore. But amazing, just..amazing." 

The relieved smile that broke across Dan's face made every ounce of pain and discomfort worth it. | would 
have gone through it all again if it meant | could see him smile like that again. Well, and the fact that what I'd 
experienced wasn't exactly unpleasant probably helped matters too. 

We were silent for a while, lying there comfortably as Dan played with strands of my hair. | used to find it a 
little strange how much he loves to just, touch my hair, but recently I've come to find the feeling of his 
guitar-calloused fingers trailing across my scalp extremely relaxing. 

"Come on- let's go out" 


| turned to frown at Dan, more than satisfied to lie here in bed for the rest of the day. 


"Now, now, we have to go out. | don't know about you, but I'm starving and | really can't be arsed to cook again. 
And you're banned from even thinking about cooking, so.." 


| opened my mouth to protest, but Dan darted forward to give me a quick kiss before adding, "And after all, 
its your first night in London. And what sort of a tour-guide would | be if | let you stay in on your first night 


in London?" 


"A crappy tour-guide but the perfect boyfriend?" 


The words were out of my mouth before | could stop them and Dan was looking at me with an odd expression 
on his face. | couldn't read it, and that worried me a little. | tried to push away the tightness in my chest that 
was beginning to make it difficult for me to breathe, but it instantly dissipated when Dan flashed me a 
perfectly endearing, lop-sided grin. 


"Boyfriend, eh? It sounds nice, doesn't it? -Well, come on you lazy shite, get out of bed and into the shower. If 


you're good, | might even be waiting in there." 


He let the suggestion trail off into the evening air as he practically leapt off the bed and dashed towards the 
bathroom, knowing that soon enough I'd be hot on his trail. | tried not to think about what just happened, but | 
found myself grinning in the shower as Dan soaped my back. Boyfriend. -| really couldn't believe myself. Me, 
Rafe Crewe..talking about having a boyfriend. Months ago it would have been unbelievable, but now it felt 
almost natural. | couldn't help but stop in my train of happiness when | remembered that we're here, in London, 
and away from New York; home, our real lives..and Jake. | wanted so desperately to eradicate him from my 
thoughts forever, but | know that | wouldn't be able to, not as long as Dan and | continue this fairytale. After 
all, it is still a fairytale- fantasy, make-believe. And it would always be a fairytale until we both gathered up 
some courage and face reality together, to make this real. The nagging feeling will always be there until 
then..but | can't linger too much; that wasn't why | came here at all. I'm with Dan, the sole reason for my 


last-minute trip across the pond, and | was going to savour it whilst | could 


Two hours later and we had both been fed and were walking through the doors of some up-market bar on a 
busy street. We quickly make our way to a relatively secluded table in a corner and Dan went over to the bar 
to get our drinks. l'm so glad we hadn't really broken the UK market yet- it's nice to think that here we can 
move unrecognised. For now, anyway. | know that I'm really going to have to get over my hang-ups about this, 
but everytime we step outside together, | wonder what the fans would think if they knew | liked to fuck guys? 
Actually, that statement isn't really true. | don’t like to fuck guys- | like to fuck Dan | realise that I've never 
thought about how Jake and Dan handled it. | mean.they weren't open right from the start- after all, if they 
were | would have known all along. But once | did know, they started hugging and kissing backstage, regardless 


of who was around at the time. Nothing ever came out in the press though.. 

"Deep in thought?" 

| looked up to see Dan grinning back at me, drinks in hand. He sat himself down on the chair next me and slid 
my glass of Jack over to me. | took a sip from my drink, studing his face as he looked straight back at me, 
waiting. 

"Were you and Jake..open? About your relationship, | mean?" 

"Well.we didn't exactly come out, if thats what you're asking. | guess that once we told you, we just stopped 
hiding it. -| always found it kinda weird that the media wasn't all over us, but | don't think anyone really knows 


for certain. There are probably rumours going around though," he shrugged. 


"And..what about us? What if the band-" 


Dan cut in, reaching a hand out to squeeze my hand gently, "I don't expect us to walk around with whopping 
great badges stating ‘We're gay’ as we make out in public or anything, Rafe. | know this is new for you, and 
we'll do everything at your pace. And as for the band.. Well, to be honest with you, | worry about it all the 
time. | know this isn't the best time for something like this to happen, not when things are picking up for us, 
but I'm not going to lie. | don't want to have to lie, not after what | had to go through when | came out here. | 
ran away from this place so that | wouldn't have to lie about who | am. So, if some nosy shit of a reporter 


catches us or asks me if I'm gay, lm telling him the truth, regardless of what may happen" 


| was slightly surprised by how firm he sounded, how sure of himself. Actually, | wasn't sure why | was 
surprised- after all, this was Dan. He's always had a strong sense of who he is. | knew that it was about time | 
followed his example. If | was going to do this, if | was going to be with Dan, then | knew | had to be honest. 
Completely. And not just to myself. | could think of a million things that could go wrong with this, of a million 
different ways that this could hurt the band and everything we'd worked so hard for, but perhaps these were 
risks | had to be willing to take. 


"Rafe, let's not kill ourselves worrying over this too much, alright? Let's just take everything one step at a 


time." 


His smile was all that | needed to feel reassured. So | just nodded and let him continue to squeeze my hand as | 
sipped at my drink. | love that we're able to be so.open here, but really, all | want to do right now is to get 
back to Dan's flat and just crash. Considering the fact that we'd only been in London for barely twenty-four 
hours, I'd say we'd done enough. It wasn't even as though | was tired, but | just wanted to have Dan all to 
myself again. | wanted to savour every moment here with him before we had to return to face the music in 
New York. Dan seemed to have picked up on my reserved mood, for he swigged back the last drops of his 


drink and got to his feet, giving me a knowing smile. 


"Come on," he murmured, "Let's go back home." 


Chapter Forty One 


Author's Notes: 
This is the last of my prewritten chapters, so please pray that the muses will be kind enough to let me have 


a writing spree this week! 


| was going to be too used to this by the end of two weeks. Really, it was going to be difficult going back and 
sleeping in a bed alone after waking up with Dan twined in my arms every morning for two weeks. Well, so it 
was only our second morning here, but | knew that it was going to be difficult to give up. Dan was still asleep 
when | woke up, face pressed into my bare chest, his breath tickling me slightly. Unlike me, he's almost dainty 
asleep. His limbs seemed to be arranged purposefully, one slender-muscled arm slung over my chest with the 
other tucked beneath his tousled head of chestnut hair. He was so still; the only movement made by his body 
was that of his smooth chest rising and falling as he breathed steadily. | allowed myself the indulgence of 
watching himself sleep for a while before | began to get restless. | knew it was still pretty early, and | managed 
to carefully disentangle myself from Dan's sleeping figure before throwing on a pair of jeans and a shirt. 
Before | left, | grabbed some money and left scribbled a note for Dan on the kitchen counter, in case he woke 
up and | still wasn't back. 


| liked cities in the morning, just before things start getting too busy but still with enough life so that the 
place doesn't feel dead. People were walking their dogs, cycling and slowly making their way to work as | 
explored the row of shops around the corner from the apartment. The only thing that seemed to be open was 
the newsagents, though it too was quiet and with few customers. | went in and bought a packet of Marlboro 
before continuing my walk. It had been a while since I'd done this- just walked. Everything had been so crazy 
with the tour and | thought that once it was over, everything would just.sort itself out. Of course, it hadn't. 
Far from it, really. | didn't regret following Dan here- | didn't think | could ever regret it- but | wonder if our 
problems are really going to solve themselves. As | stubbed out my third cigarette | notice that there seem 
to be more cars on the road, and glancing at my watch, | realised that I'd been walking aimlessly for almost an 


hour now. 


| eventually found my way back to Dan's flat, fumbling about in my pocket for the key he gave me yesterday. 
It seemed like an age before | finally found it and managed to open the door. The flat seemed quiet when | 
stepped inside, and | wondered if Dan was even awake yet. I'd be surprised if he was asleep since he doesn't 
usually need that much sleep, but the flat is so silent that | couldn't help but wonder. | shrugged my jacket off 
my shoulders and draped it over the arm of the couch before quietly padding towards the bedroom. The door 
was open, and | stuck my head in to see Dan perched on the side of the bed, talking softly into the phone. 


"Yeah..| know, I'm sorry | didn't call you when | arrived. | was just tired and had to sort some stuff out. The 
flight was fine- | managed to get some sleep. | know, | know..” 


It didn't take a genius to guess who he was talking to, and | couldn't help the ebb of jealousy that | felt. | knew 


that Dan and | weren't really together yet, and that technically, Dan and Jake were still an ‘item’, but I'd just 
thought that we'd really be able to get away from everything whilst we were here, together. -| guess you 
can't hide from reality. 


| stepped inside the room, and Dan glanced over his shoulder upon hearing my footsteps. He gave me a little 
smile as | lay myself down next to him, careful to remain silent. His eyes never left me, but as much as | 
wanted to lose myself in his emerald greens, | just couldn't. | closed my eyes, relishing the momentary lack of 
sight as | listened to Dan talk. 

‘Sure, of course. Yeah, | better go. Mmm-hmm. You too. Bye." 

There was a click as | heard him placing the phone back into its cradle and then the bed shifted as he shuffled 
closer to me. | could smell his distinctive scent as he nuzzled his face into my neck, placing a gentle kiss on the 
bare skin he found there before drawing back and beginning to speak again 

"Where did you go? | woke up and you were gone." 

| opened my eyes again, seeing his tender expression looking down at me. 


"Sorry. | woke up pretty early and you were still asleep, so | went for a walk," | mumbled. 


"The bed was empty without you.. -And it was too quiet without you snuffling in your sleep," he grinned, 


leaning down to place a light kiss on my cheek. 
"-So, how's Jake?" 


| couldn't help myself- | just had to say it. Dan pulled away from me, a frown on his face as he began to 
ribble at his lower lip. 


| had to call him, Rafe. | may not love him anymore, but | do care about him and | promised him that I'd call 
when | got here. | can't- | can't hurt him yet, | can't do the cowardly thing and break his heart over the 
phone,” he whispered, tearing his gaze away from me and instead staring at his hands on his lap. 

"I know, | know.. I'm sorry, it's just.. | managed to trick myself into thinking that here, we could escape reality.’ 
Dan was beside me again, his arms wrapping around me as he hugged me tightly. 

"When | decided to come here, | told myself it was because | needed to get away from everything, to just clear 
my head. -But | know that's a lie ‘cause | could never want to be away from you. | was trying to run away 
from everything else- from Jake, from this.situation we've gotten ourselves into- but not from you, Rafe. 


Never from you.” 


| just nodded, closing my eyes and letting Dan kiss me and hold me in his arms. This was heaven, and it 


threatened to be too much. In the past twenty-four hours | kept finding myself worrying that this was just a 
dream, that nothing that had happened was really true. But | could feel Dan's soft, supple skin beneath my 
fingertips, | could feel his mouth on mine, | could taste him on my lips. And when | found the courage to open 


my eyes again, he was looking down at me and smiling, and | knew it was all real, 


"Hey, come on. Let's not waste the day in bed again, eh? Go have a shower and I'll whip up breakfast," he 
grinned, nudging me in the side before he swung his legs around and walked towards the kitchen. 


| lay there for a minute, listening to the sound of Dan clanging around in the kitchen, opening and shutting 
cupboards and heating up the frying pan. With a sigh, | forced myself off the bed and stepped into the 
bathroom, stripping off and ducking under the shower. When | re-emerged, the smell of cooking had begun to 


emanate from the kitchen and was wafting around the rest of the flat. 


"Awww, look at my perfect little housewifel" | cooed jokingly, upon stepping into the kitchen and seeing Dan 
flipping pancakes. 


"Shut up. I'm never cooking for you again if you insist on making wisecracks!" Dan warned, giving me a serious 


look which only lasted a second, before he burst out laughing. 

"Alright, alright.. So what are we doing today?" 

"Feel like being a complete tourist?" Dan asked 

"Absolutely, baby! 

"Alright.so how about doing Madam Tussauds and the London Eye first, and then seeing how it goes? | haven't 
been to the London Eye before, so it'll be an experience for me too," Dan added before he lifted a forkful of 


pancake into his mouth. 


"Sounds brilliant. | guess it's your turn to hit the shower then," | grinned, more than happy to entertain images 
of a naked Dan in the shower. 


"Yeah, | guess so. And wipe that grin off your face- | know what's on your mind, horny bastard." Dan chuckled 
lowly, leaning down to place a clumsy kiss on the side of my cheek before he sashayed his way into the 
bedroom, checking to make sure | was watching. 

| did as | was expected and sent a chorus of wolf-whistles in Dan's direction before he laughed and disappeared 
into the bedroom, leaving me to my pancakes and syrup. | had a feeling that we had a long day ahead of us.. 


"Shit, being a tourist is tiring!" | griped, collapsing into the couch as soon as l'd crawled to it. 


"Y'know, for someone who spent most of their life being a macho straight guy, you sure do whine like a bitch." 


Dan mused, closing the apartment door behind him and carefully folding his jacket over the arm of a chair 
before squinting at an empty wall next to the door, "I should put a coat-hanger here.." 


"Dan..." 
"Ye-es love?" 
"My feet hurt." 


| thought you liked walking? Now stop being a whinge- l'm not used to dealing with this side of you yet!" he 


laughed, shoving me in the side until | finally moved over enough for him to sit with me. 


| sat, sulking in silence for a while as Dan flicked through the channels on the television. Finally, | broke the 


silence, leaning in to kiss the side of Dan's face before | spoke. 

"Today was really cool." 

"Glad you enjoyed yourself, hon," he smiled, turning to look at me briefly. 

"Do you think those guys will..?" | let myself trail off, not really wanting to have to say the words. 

‘lm sure it's fine. They were just fans. Its not as though they can ring up Mike and let him know that we're 
here in London. And anyway, its totally normal for band-mates to go on holiday together. And no-one really 
knows about Jake and |, so they can't have jumped to the conclusion that we're fucking," Dan shrugged. 

"-| thought we'd agreed that this was more than fucking." 

| couldn't help how wounded | sounded, but | was somewhat taken aback by Dan's choice of word. After all, | 
was usually the one to stray from committment, but here | was correcting him. | had to wonder if | should 


have been worried.. 


"I'm sorry love- | didn't mean it that way. You know what | meant," Dan apologised immediately, his voice 


instantly becoming soothing and tender as he turned to look at me. 


| nodded silently, trying not to let his words get to me. It was only really one word that | was concerned about, 
but he said he hadn't meant it that way. And this was Dan, so | had to believe him. Really, he's the only person 
| can believe in, probably more than | believe in myself. Actually, there's no doubt about that. 


| was startled out of my thoughts by a pair of arms wrapping themselves around my waist and someone 
nuzzling at my neck. Well, Dan nuzzling at my neck. | let my eyelids fall closed heavily as his silken lips ran 


across my skin, kissing up my neck until he found my mouth. 


"How do you feel about staying in tonight?" Dan whispered, continuing to decorate my neck and face with 


butterfly-kisses. 


| just smiled, turning around to wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down for a long, slow kiss. | took 
my time in running my tongue over his sweet lips before | plunged in, kissing him at a leisurely place and 
pulling him onto my lap as | did so. We were both breathless when we pulled apart a few moments later, and 


Dan's eyes looked glazed as he looked expectantly at me. 


"Well, | think you got your answer, don't you?" | grinned, to which Dan laughed, leaning forward to bury his 


face in my neck again. 


Chapter Forty Two 


Author's Notes: 
Well, hope you all enjoy this. And Nicky- here you go, as promised. | always keep my word. ;) 


| bit my lip, not caring that I'd inevitably drawn blood. The coppery taste was distinct in my mouth as | licked 
away the smudge of scarlet liquid from my bottom lip, before pursing my lips tightly together to hold back a 
cry. How | loved mornings like these, when the outside world seemed to fade away and it would just be Dan and 
| Everything outside this room seemed to be on pause when Dan and | tumbled together in the impassioned 


frenzies we so often found ourselves in. 


My train of thought was instantly shoved off track when Dan's grip on my cock grew tighter. He took me by 
surprise and | was less than able to bite back the moan that slipped from between my lips. | managed to 
gather up the will to force my eyes open, glancing down to soak in the sight of Dan concentrating on that one, 
overly sensitive part of my body. Dan paused for a moment- just long enough for him to glance up at me, 
eyes lust-darkened- before bearing down again and taking me in deep. By this point I'd given up trying to hold 
back, and | let my head drop back against the pillows, jaw slack as | filled the air with pleasured groans. The 
vibrations from Dan's own moans were all that | needed to tumble over the edge, practically screaming Dan's 
name as | came. Once he'd licked me clean, Dan crawled up my body to kiss me. I'd always thought that I'd get 
freaked out by tasting myself in someone else's kiss, but now that I've done it, I'm fine. Though I'm not sure if 
that's just because it's Dan doing the kissing- with anyone else.. Well, | just don't think I'd let anyone else kiss 
me like that. 


Just as I'd gathered up enough breath to speak, | found Dan straddling me, leaning down to kiss me hungrily. 
The kiss was short but intense, and | could only watch like a starved man as Dan reached over and pulled a 
condom and the lube out of the night-stand drawer. He didn't say anything as he sheathed me in the condom, 
quickly slicking me with lube before crawling up and hovering over me, waiting. He may have been silent, but 
his eyes said everything | needed to know and | nodded in response. With a wry smile, Dan sank down onto me, 
engulfing me in his tight heat and joining us together as one. This felt like home, so right and so familiar as we 
slotted together perfectly. | let out a sigh when Dan sank down fully, sitting on my hips as he breathed in 
deeply, seeming to need to gather himself together. His gaze locked on mine and | just smiled and nodded as he 
finally began to set a pace, rising and falling over me like the motion of ocean waves. -I wanted nothing more 
than for Dan to ride me into the mattress, but the look in his eyes told me not to mess with him right then. 
If he wanted slow, then it looked like | was getting slow. Not that | could complain, especially not when Dan 
leaned forward to kiss me slowly. Kissing Dan is something | could never, ever tire of doing. Everything about 


his kisses consumed me, from his taste to the way his tongue caressed mine in just the right way. 


Dan was somehow still unbelievably tight as he slowly moved over me, completely in control. | couldn't deny 
that there was something exceedingly sexy about Dan in control, since he usually submits himself to me so 


readily. Still, | couldn't quite take this almost ridiculous pace he was trying to keep and placed my hands on his 


hips, rocking my hips upwards into him. He sucked in a gasp as | brushed against his prostate, his eyes 
fluttering closed for a mere second before he opened them and fixed his emerald gaze on me again. 


"Now, now love.. Who's on top right now?" he smirked, a mischievous grin on his lips. 


"Technically, you. But aren't | still the one doing the fucking?" | gasped, my breath hitching as Dan sunk down 


heavily onto my cock. 


"| suppose so. But today, today you're letting go. Today, I'm in control," he whispered lowly, staring me down 


with those intoxicating green eyes. 


There was nothing else | could do but gulp, swallow in a breath and try not to scream as Dan finally sped up, 
rising and falling and rising again. | knew how much he wanted to throw his head back, eyes clenched as he let 
me fill him, but Dan's eyes were open wide and staring so deep into mine that it almost unnerved me. He had a 
way of doing that, of making me feel as though he was gazing into my soul and digging up all the demons | has 
so successfully hid from the world. From everyone except him, of course. He knew me too well for me to hide 


anything anymore. 


By now, Dan was hammering down onto me so hard that | had to wonder how raw we were both going to feel 
by the time this was over. And still, despite my shameless cries and whimpers, Dan went on, his eyes never 
once closing. It just felt all the more intense with our gazes locked together. Dan's eyes have always been as 
deep as a lagoon, and seemed all the more so when we were having sex. Looking into those eyes now, | can tell 
that it isn't going to be much longer until this morning session is all over, and | reached out to tug Dan's head 


towards me, capturing his lips in a hungry kiss. 


"You close, babe?" | managed to gasp, as Dan never once stopped his relentless rhythm. Seriously, with the way 
he can keep up a rhythm, perhaps he should have been a drummer.. 


"Oh god yeah." he gritted out, voice raspy and low in his throat. 
"Then cum with me, baby.. Dan, cum with me.." 


He nodded a little, moving his lips to the side of my neck to suck on my skin in wet, open-mouthed kisses that 
added to the moist sheen of sweat already there. It was when he drew back that | noticed how flushed his 
face was, sweat beaded on his forehead like morning dew. He looked beautiful, his high cheekbones coloured by 
a rosy glow that suited him perfectly. | couldn't help myself from voicing my observation of his beauty, and 
Dan just smiled at that, a warm, pleasured smile, before he lifted off my cock, only to fall back onto me 
repeatedly. 


It didn't take much more. | could see the taut muscles of Dan's stomach clenching beneath his skin as he 
shuddered, biting his lips as a compromise to stop him from closing his eyes. When his hand snaked down 
towards his throbbing cock, | wanted to stop him, to bat his hands away so that | could take him, holding him 
firmly in the grip that | know he loves. But | just lay there, watching in awe as his long, guitarists fingers 


encircled his gorgeous cock and stroked upwards, once, twice, before finally he twitched and shuddered and just 
let go. His scream as he came was unlike anything I'd ever had heard before, more musical than all our songs 
put together. His voice wavered as he spilled himself over me, his eyes still stubbornly held open as he stared 
into my soul, his gaze like a vice-grip on my heart. The sight was almost too much for me to bear as | let 
him take me, releasing a guttural moan that twined in the air with Dan's earth-shaking scream. Our vocal 
pleasure reverberated around the room as we seemed to cum forever, endlessly, relentlessly. It felt as though 
hours had passed before Dan finally arched back, placing his hands behind him to support his still-shuddering 
weight. A moment goes by and Dan finally seemed to recover enough to gently climb off me before carefully 
removing the condom from my spent cock and tying it off, discarding of it. -| was just trying to breathe again 


Dan slumped forward, covering my body with his, not seeming to care about the sweat and cum and general 
nastiness that we're both covered in. His face nuzzled into my neck and | let one of my hands trail down his 
damp back, pressing my fingers down onto the faint bumps of his vertebrae that | could just feel beneath his 
skin, until | finally reached his ass. | stopped, letting my hand rest over the gentle curve as we lay in a hazy 
silence, just breathing. My body began to feel numb from his weight pressing down onto me, but | didn't want 
him to move, loving this feeling of being covered in Dan. 


"I should move, shouldn't 1?" he sighed, exhaustion evident in his gritty voice. 
"You don't have to," | replied, not really wanting him to move, ever. 


| don't have to, but | should," he conceded, rolling himself off my body and stretching out beside me before he 


threw an arm over my stomach. 
He immediately wrinkled his nose up in disgust, retracting his arm and struggling into a sitting position 


“That is just rough.." Dan frowned, forcing himself off the bed and padding into the bathroom, reappearing 
three seconds later with a handful of tissues. 


"Well, this," | said, gesturing to my chest, "Was not my fault at all” 


Dan just rolled his eyes at me in what was meant to be annoyance, but was given away by the smirk that he 


was unable to keep from tweaking the corner of his lips upwards. 


Dan in London is amazing. | love Dan in London. OF course, | love Dan anywhere and everywhere else, but here 
he's at his element. Which | guess is rather surprising, considering his less-than-happy association with London, 
We'd been here a week and | had already begun to feel right at home, though Dan had only just stopped 
worrying that | wasn't having a good time. He hadn't seemed to realise that it's difficult not to have a good 
time when you're being woken up by outstanding morning-sex every day for the past seven days. And knowing 
that there were still another seven days to go almost made me instantly hard from just thinking about it. 


| felt a soft kiss being placed on the side of my face and saw Dan grinning back at me as he slid off the bed. 
He bent down (giving me full opportunity to admire the view) to pick a pair of boxers that had been discarded 


last night and tugged them up over his hips before flashing me another quick smile and exiting the room, no 
doubt to go into the kitchen and whip up breakfast as usual. | let the sound of Dan clattering around the 
kitchen keep me from falling back asleep, until | knew that | had to drag myself from the bed and join him. | 
donned a pair of boxers from the previous night and went out to join Dan, who wordlessly slid a mug of hot 
coffee at me over the marble kitchen counter-top. | glanced at him over the rim of my mug to see him 
sipping at a cup of tea and regarding me with that green gaze. | grinned to myself, setting my coffee down and 
going over to fold my arms around him. 


"So..hey," | mumbled, placing a slightly clumsy kiss on the side of his neck. 
"Hey yourself." 
"That was fucking awesome, y'know that?" 


Dan turned a little to give me a sneaky sidelong glance before replying smoothly, "Of course it was. Like | said, | 
was in control." 


"-Are you implying that when I'm in control, it isn't great!?" | exclaimed, wondering whether or not he was 
joking so that | could decide whether or not | should be offended or play along. 


Dan laughed, knowing he'd got me. "OF course not! D'you think I'd put myself through it every morning if you 


didn't make me fall apart every time?" 


| grinned, obviously a lot happier as | let Dan shift closer to me, until he was practically standing on my feet to 
get our bodies flush. 


"So, lover-boy, what's the plan for today?" | asked, kissing his cheek again before letting go of him and moving 
back to my coffee. 


“Anything you want," Dan replied firmly. 


"Well, there isn't actually anything | want to do, but | was just wondering." | trailed off, not completely sure of 
how sensitive a subject | was stepping on. I'd been wanting to talk to Dan about this since we got here, but the 
time and the mood never felt right. Not that it did then, but | knew that | had to do it or I'd just avoid the 
subject. 


"What is it love?" 
| took a deep breath slowly, "We-ell.| was just wondering if there was anything in particular that youd want to 
do whilst we're here? | mean..you haven't been back in such a long time that | wondered if you'd want to see 


anyone in your family..." 


Dan's eyes immediately grew hard and cold, that glimmer | loved so much seeming to retreat back into the 


depths of his stare. 


"No. -Didn't you listen to me when | told you about everything | left behind herel?" he hissed, his voice lowering 


to a scathing tone I'd never heard him use on me before. 


"Of course | did, Dan.but | just thought you might.. Oh, | don't know! | wasn't suggesting that you go and find 
James for some brotherly bonding time or anything. | wasn't even suggesting that you go to visit your dad's- | 
mean.Rick's- grave. | just thought that there might be somone from your past that you would like to see, and 
| don't want you to become consumed keeping me entertained. After all, this is meant to be your trip- | just 


gate-crashed the party." 


“There isn't anyone, Rafe! Now, just drop the subject and be done with it, okay?" he demanded hotly, his usually 


laughing eyes warning me instead. 
"Fine... l'm sorry Dan." | muttered, feeling resigned. 


Dan just nodded, leaving the kitchen abruptly and leaving me without any breakfast. -I supposed that was an 


indication that | was going to have to make myself breakfast for once. 


When I'd showered, | got dressed in the clothes I'd managed to grab from the cupboard before Dan kicked me 
out of the main bedroom. With my hair still damp, | tentatively stuck my head out into the living-room to see 
Dan seated cross-legged on the couch, looking up at me with a frown. | took a chance and moved over to sit 

by him cautiously, making sure that | had a safe distance between us, just in case. After all, you never could 


be too careful.. 


Dan finally looked over at me, a positively guilty look on his face. Wordlessly, he shuffled closer to me and 
rested his head against my shoulder, letting out a tired sigh before he began to speak 


‘lm sorry Rafe- | shouldn't have snapped at you like that. Its just that..well, my family is a sensitive subject, 
you know that. When | left London, | cut all ties from everyone here, not just my family. There were people | 


left behind who really did mean a lot to me, and it just.it hurts a little to be back here." 


| looked up at him, a little confused. Why didn't he just keep in touch with those that mattered to him? Clearly 
my confusion was readable, for Dan sighed and leant against me, shifting until he was comfortable before he 


started to speak again. 


"Its a little complicated, Rafe. But the gist of it is that | just wanted- well, needed- a clean cut from 
everything and everyone that tied me to home. | do regret it a little, sometimes..but then | look at how 
everything has turned out for me and it seems worth it. Especially now," he added, his voice growing gentle as 
he flashed me a tender glance. 


| sighed, reaching out to tug him closer to me so that | could place a soft kiss on his lips before wrapping my 


arm around him again. 


"I'm sorry- | shouldn't have pushed you about this. Just.just know that you can talk to me about anything, 
alright?" 


Dan nodded, hugging me tightly before carefully extricating himself from my grasp in order to stand up off 
the sofa. 


"Come on love- let's go out," he smiled, extending a hand towards me to yank me to my feet. 


The rest of the day went by in a happy blur. It was almost surreal in its perfection. | honestly didn't know how 
| was going to be able to go back to New York and face real life again once these two weeks were up. | knew 
they were going to have to, but | couldn't help but wish that life would just pause so that we could continue 


living like this. It was like we'd been carefully surrounded by this bubble where we were untouchable. 


Chapter Forty Three 


Author's Notes: 
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written. 


| insisted on dragging Rafe to another club in Soho, yet again. He's really begun to surprise me, especially now. 
I'd never really thought about what Rafe would be like as a boyfriend- | guess that before, | had no reason to 
do so- but he's not at all like | would have expected him to be. I'd seen the way that Rafe had been with all 
his groupie-admirers, callous, cool, distant. With them, he just wanted to be in and out- literally. Somehow, I'd 
automatically assumed that he was that way with his girlfriends. The only one I'd ever really seen him around 
had been Lisa. I'd met the other few once or twice whenever they tagged along to band practises and the like, 
but I'd never really paid much attention to them. Lisa, however, had been different. She'd stuck around longer 
than the others had- a record-breaking four months- and for a while we'd all thought that Rafe might 
actually have loved her. Well, once it was over we all realised how far from the truth that was. We'd thought 
that since she'd actually made it past the two-week mark, Rafe must actually have liked her. Of course, that 
hadn't stopped any of us from realising what a money-grabbing whore she actually was. And apparently, it 
hadn't made Rafe treat her any better either. Four months, and he had still treated her as though she were 


some one-night stand whose name he hadn't bothered to get. 


| guess that I'd figured that it was just the way he was with his partners. This week in London, however, had 
shown me a different side to the Rafe Crewe | know. He actually wanted to stay in rather than go out clubbing 
or drinking. He actually wanted to just stay in with me. | knew that tonight was no different when he sighed and 
reluctantly let me drag him into the club by the hand. That was another thing | loved about being here in 
London. Rafe had become so relaxed about us in public. He even let me hold his hand and flirt a little. The other 
night he'd even let me kiss him- a chaste kiss, but a kiss nonetheless. | honestly didn't know how we'd resort 
back to the way things were once we got back to New York. 


"| can't believe | let you drag me to these clubs," he muttered, glancing around him at the sea of teeming 


bodies dancing, "The music always sucks." 


ow, Now, darling, noT everyone can nave sucn discerning Taste as you, eased, reaching over ana pinchin 
"N darling, not every h hd g taste as you," | teased hing d pinching 


his cheek playfully. 


"Dude, are you fucking kidding? I'm not a baby!" he whined, batting my hands away as | reached over to grab 
his cheeks again (not that there was much to grab, the skinny bastard). 


‘Im only teasing, love.. You know | like to tease," | grinned, giving him a quick wink before weaving our fingers 
together and dragging him to the bar. We never dance when we come to these clubs, but | like being able to 
hide out amongst the crowd of people, knowing that though the room we're in is full to the rafters with 


people, we only see each other. 


We'd barely been sitting there for fifteen minutes when suddenly a hand fell heavily onto my shoulder and 


someone's unfamiliar voice was ringing in my ear. 
"Hey, can | bum a fag?" someone snickered, and | turned indignantly to glare at the fucker who had his hand on 
my shoulder. Rafe was sitting beside me tersely, shooting daggers at the arsehole who was still gripping my 


shoulder firmly. | pulled back a little to squint into the guy's face. 


"Depends what you mean by ‘bum' and what kind of ‘fag’ you're talking about." | said slowly, not once taking my 
eyes off his face. 


"Why, | think you know exactly what kind of bumming l'm talking about and | want whatever you are, love." 


"Hey! D'you fuckin’ mind?" Rafe bellowed, getting to his feet and moving forward aggressively towards the 
stranger, whilst all | could do was laugh, almost hysterically. 


Rafe turned to glare at me, anger and confusion melting into one emotion, 
"Dan? What the fuck?" he demanded as | continued to crack up, the stranger joining in me in a fit of giggles. 


Without another word, | got to my feet and threw my arms around the stranger, much to Rafe's indignant 


surprise. 
"You fucker!" the stranger exclaimed, slapping me on the back and still laughing. 
"Dan?" Rafe asked, clearly completely lost. 


"Peter, you bastard! How did you know | was here?" | laughed, giving my old friend a slap on the back and 
turning to grin at Rafe widely. 


"-You know each other?" Rafe asked, a particularly futile question since it was by now clear that we did. 


"Yeah! Peter's an old friend of mine from school," | explained, disentangling myself from Peter's hug and going 


back to Rafe, placing a hand on his knee in reassurance. 

"Hey, mate. I'm Peter. You must be..one of Dan's band-mates?" 

Rafe accepted the hand that Peter extended to him, shaking it warmly. 

"Yeah, I'm Rafe.. One of Dan's, errr..band-mates," he trailed off, giving me a quick glance. 


"lts complicated," | added, giving Peter a look that indicated I'd explain later on, "So, more importantly... How the 


fuck did you know | was in town?" 


Peter laughed, sitting himself down on the bar-stool on Rafe's other side and ordering a beer from the bar- 
tender before turning to look at us both, and speaking. 


"Well, news travels fast. | can't remember who it was, but someone thought they saw you at a bar on Oxford 
Street about a week ago and passed it on. | figured that if you were around, I'd bump into you around here 
somewhere," he shrugged, “Thanks for calling, by the way.’ 


"Pete, mate.. You know | would have if..well.. You know | never meant to come back here," | sighed, frowning 


and leaning against Rafe's shoulder comfortably. 
"So why did you? Change of situation?" he asked, discreetly eyeing Rafe and |. 
"It was a spur of the moment thing. It was..complicated. Well, is, | guess." 


"So, uh, Peter.. Tell me about Dan when he was a kid," Rafe cut in, quickly and rather clumsily, changing the 


topic of conversation. 


Peter grinned, shooting me a sneaky look. | wasn't sure if | wanted Rafe to have to hear about my wayward 
youth from Peter who, although he had been my best friend back in the day, was a complete stranger to 
Rafe. | tried to catch Pete's eye and silently plead with him, but it was a little too late when Peter started 


launching into one of his stories. 


"We met at grammar school- Dan, being the boff that he is, got a scholarship in and joined when he was 
thirteen. He was my partner in Spanish class once- we had to do a presentation together, and | didn't do the 
work for it, so | convinced Dan to help me out. He was so pissed off with me for not doing my part that just 
before the lesson he gave me notes with all this stuff written that | didn't understand, so | just read it 
directly from our cue cards. | just remember the entire class- and the teacher- bursting out laughing after 
I'd spoken, and | didn't know why. It took me a week to find out that Dan had gotten me to tell the entire class 
that ‘| have balls the size of peanuts, and my cock is like a weathered tree-trunk, but that's okay because the 
donkey likes it.amongst other things. | wasn't impressed, to say the least." 


| couldn't help but snicker at that snapshot from the past. I've always remembered that incident, the beginning 
of my friendship with Pete. Of course, it had also been the first time of many that I'd completely humiliated 
him. Really, I'm stunned that we managed to actually stay friends like we did- especially after that- but once 
Pete had smacked me one and yelled at me to his hearts content, we got on brilliantly. | think that we'd both 


realised it would be better to just combine our talents and live with each other than be enemies. 
"Grammar school?" Rafe asked, turning to give me a confused look. 


"They're not like in the States," | explained, "Grammar schools here are usually private schools. State schools 


are the British equivalent to your public schools. And public schools are private schools, like grammar and 


boarding schools." 

Rafe nodded in comprehension before muttering, "Y'know, it's going to take me forever to get all this lingo.. 
Seriously, how did you do it when you came across the pond? | mean, all this slang.. ‘Mobile’.:boff.. -What the 
hell is a boff?" 


| laughed, slinging my arm around his shoulders and kissing him on the cheek affectionately, "Aw, darling... A 


'boff is what we call someone smart. What can | say, l'm a fuckin’ genius!" 


"Seriously though mate, you don't know what this guy was like back then. Scholarships and bursaries being 
thrown at him from all angles! He was going to read Law at UCL." 


"What?" Rafe exclaimed before turning to gape at me, "You? Lawl? Christ, what would they say if they knew 


about your jail-time, eh?" 
"Dan! Wow, never knew you had it in youl" Peter laughed, grinning at me bemusedly. 


"Oh shut up.. It was one night in lock-up. | just got into a fight with some guy ‘cause someone," | trail off, 


looking pointedly at Rafe, "Decided to get me pissed out of my wits.” 

"| said | was sorry!" Rafe insisted, nudging me playfully, "So why didn't you go to that college then?" 

"- That was when my dad threw me out, and that shit with James happened," | murmured, glancing down at my 
now empty glass. Looking up, | caught the eye of the bar-tender, who nodded and walked over to pour me a 
second drink 

We drifted into an awkward silence, and | let my arm slip off Rafe's shoulder. Much to my surprise, he inched 
closer to me and draped his own arm across my shoulders, gently pulling me towards him. | glanced at him and 
he smiled a little, leaning forward to gently brush his lips over mine before moving in and kissing me firmly. | 
was torn between the surprise of Rafe kissing me in public and the wondrous feeling of the fact that he was. | 
barely acknowledged the fact that Peter was having to bear witness to this as Rafe's tongue slid into my 
mouth and caressed mine, creating a warmth that coursed through body. 


"So, a tad more than just a band-mate, eh?" 


Peter's voice broke us out of our momentary lapse, and we pulled away from each other. | turned to give Pete 


a sheepish grin as Rafe blushed- actually blushed 
"Uh, yeah.. That was where the complicated part came in." | mumbled. 
"| guessed as much. After all, the last time | heard from you, you were with some..Jake, guy" 


| could feel Rafe tense involuntarily at the mention of Jake's name, and | gripped his hand, giving it a light 


squeeze. | shot Peter a warning look which he caught, flashing me an apologetic smile. 

"Sorry guys- | guess | shouldn't have said anything.” Peter trailed off. 

"No shit," Rafe muttered under his breath, just loud enough for me to hear through the thumping club music. 
We eventually fell back into comfortable conversation, Rafe seeming eager to know as much about my past as 
he could. | had to laugh to myself at him- he was verging on adorable, a word | never thought I'd find myself 
using to describe ‘bad-boy' Rafe Crewe. Rafe kept catching me grinning whenever he'd pried out yet another 
story from Peter, flashing me a lop-sided grin in return before squeezing my hand underneath the bar- 
counter and turning to look back at Pete. Everything was just getting..unbelievable. It was almost too perfect, 
as | we sat here side-by-side, secretly holding hands like the ‘happy couple’ | so longed for us to be. | knew 
that | was going to have to shake myself and wake up one day. 

"Hey, uh..Pete? Do you know if James knows I'm back?" | asked suddenly, turning to look at Pete's stunned face. 
"-| don't really know. | mean.he might have heard, yeah.. But | don't know." 

The rest of the night went by so quickly that it felt like barely an hour had passed before Rafe's head was 
resting against my shoulder and he was kissing my neck, clearly a little drunk. | giggled- yes, giggled- and 
batted him away from my neck, to which he'd suddenly become attached. | flashed an apologetic grin at Peter, 
who just rolled his eyes with a grin and eyed the next cute twink that walked past. 


"Hey, may be we should head back. Y'know, let you have your fun and get lover-boy here into bed," | chuckled, 
nudging a dozy Rafe playfully. 


"Sure- lemme see you guys to the door or something," Pete nodded, getting to his feet and helping me steer 


Rafe towards the door. 
Pete insisted on waiting with us as we tried to hail a cab, helping me to prop Rafe up between us both. 


"Guys, l'm not that drunk!" Rafe protested, trying to squeeze out from between Pete and |, "I can stand up on 


my own.l'm just sleepy...” 


| rolled my eyes, letting Rafe shuffle out from between Peter and |, placing himself beside me and slipping an 


arm around my waist. 
‘Love you," he whispered, leaning down to nip at my ear-lobe. 
"Hey, well would you look at that?" 


| could feel my spine stiffen immediately at the sound of the voice that had haunted me, so long ago. Rafe 


sensed my tension and turned to glance at me, but | couldn't look at him. | turned around as Peter did, placing 


my cold gaze on the sneering face before me. 


"Hello James." 


Chapter Forty Four 
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Rafe turned to me with a horrified look plastered across his mildly inebriated face. He didn't have to say 
anything- his eyes said it all. | could tell that he was torn between grabbing onto me and never letting go, and 
throwing the gangly idiot in front of us a punch that would break his jaw. Really, | was feeling the exact same 
way. I'd never thought that I'd have to face this prick again and yet here he was, fixing a cold green-eyed 
stare onto me, flanked by his goons. -l wondered if they were the same goons he set on me with four years 


ago. 


"Well, well, hello big brother," he sneered, giving me a sarcastic smile, "Word had it that you were back in town 
and | was hoping I'd run into you. After all, how long has it been? Five years?" 


"Four," | corrected him sharply, "It's been four years and you know it" 

He ignored me, instead turning to coolly gaze at Peter and Rafe, who were both standing beside me with fists 
clenched tightly by their sides. His gaze lowered to Rafe's left hand, curled into a fist with mine resting over it 
as a reminder to him that he should restrain himself. 

"So, you're still a bloody queer, eh?" 

"Yeah James, l'm still a ‘bloody queer’," | retorted, "And I'll have you know that l'm a bloody successful queer, 
which I'm sure is more than can be said about you. What is that you're doing now? Last | heard you were 
cleaning floors at Tescos." 

"Fuck you, matel This isn't about me and what l'm doing- this is about you" 


"He's stacking shelves now," Pete said steadily, though a little quietly. 


James turned on him, eyes flashing with hatred, "Since when did this involve you, Pete? After all, | thought all 
ties were cut when Danny-boy here got bored of you and fucked off to the States to play rock-star?" 


"fucked of? Excuse me, you and your bastard of a father- may he rot in hel- practically chased him out of 
the fucking country! It's a bloody wonder that he could scrape himself off the floor, let alone make it across 
the sea after you and your bitches were done with him!" Peter exploded, glaring fiercely at the two thugs 
loitering behind James’ gangly form. 


"Come on Peter- you know he could have asked you to join him, but he'd had enough of fucking around with 


you by then, didn't he?" James sniped, "Face it- you know he's a little fairy bitch." 


Rafe had turned to me, eyes wide at the mention of the past that Peter and | had shared. I'd never mentioned 
it to him- saw no need to- but | could see the wounded look in his eyes. | gave him a look, urging him to 


forget about it until later. 


"And let's face it, Peter- you know he hasn't missed you in the slightest. | mean, lookie here. He's got some 


new poufter to play with," James smirked. 


It was then that Rafe finally spoke, turning sharply to stare at James, hard, his eyes growing cold as he 
regarded my brother with a look usually only reserved for insects and the mulch they feed on. 


"Now listen up, fucker," Rafe snarled, taking a menacing step towards James, "So, l'm gay. So Dan's gay. But 
we're both better men than you'll ever fucking dream of being. -And | can still pound you into pulp, so if | 
were you I'd back off and go join your little friends over there before | get really pissed off and show you just 


how well we faggots can use our fists." 


James just laughed in his face, and | could literally see Rafe's blood boiling. He started to move towards James 
again, but | grabbed on to his hand and pulled him back until he was standing next to me. | kept his hand held 
firmly in mine, both to keep him from crushing James into the pavement and for my own sanity. -I don't think 
I'd ever needed him more than in that moment. | could feel his hand actually trembling- though from what 
emotion, | wasn't exactly sure- and in that moment that was a nightmare re-run, | felt so warmed to know 
that Rafe actually cared about me. Everything about this moment pointed to that fact with flashing red lights 
that no-one could ignore. He'd actually stood up for me. He'd actually threatened to beat the hell out of my 
homo-hating brother. He'd defended my honour and was standing here beside me, holding my hand and letting 


me know that he was here. For me. 
"A man, eh? Do you feel like a real man when you're taking it up the arse, Danny-boy?" James laughed. 


"James, I've fucking had enough of this. | didn't come back here to see you. Actually, | don't even know why | 
came back here in the first place! But it wasn't so that I'd have to listen to your bullshit all over again, so 
that you could rehash your fucking insecurities and blame them on me. Y'know why | was their favourite? 


‘Cause | gave a damn about life. | worked You- you just sat back, wallowing in everything you didn't get!" 


"Favourite? Is that what you told yourself all those years? You were a worthless, stuck-up piece of shit, even 
before you told us that you were a cock-sucking fag! Y'know, Dad wanted to kil you when he found out, but | 
was more than happy to beat the living daylights out of you. Hell, I'd pay someone to let me do it again, right 


now," he leered. 


Apparently that was the last straw for Rafe. | was stunned when he roughly shoved me away from him, 
yanking his hand out of mine and lurching forward at James, knocking them both to the floor with Rafe pinning 


James’ gaunt form to the pavement. James’ two goons stumbled towards them but Peter leapt forward, fixing 


them with a threatening gaze- and they actually paused. Rafe, however, had not paused as he slammed his fist 
into James' nose, breaking it. As a victim of violence before, I'd seen the aftermath- after all, I'd lived it. But 
seeing Rafe smashing my brother's face in until it was unrecognisable was not something | had been prepared 
to see. | couldn't help the sickened feeling that knotted itself in the pit of my stomach, but | made no move to 
stop it. Perhaps the feeling that sickened me the most was that | wanted to see this. | wanted James to feel 
just an ounce of the hurt and pain that he and Rick had caused me. | wanted to see him, clothes dyed with 
blood in the way that mine had been, face swollen and throbbing with bruises, swaying on his feet because it 
hurt to walk. And there it was all happening, right in front of me as Rafe repeatedly smacked his fist into 


James’ face, over and over again, so hard and so fast that James couldn't even react. 


It was Peter who reacted, leaping towards Rafe and pulling him off the bloody mess that was James and 
tossing him aside before he could do anymore damage. Rafe was unlike I'd ever seen him, with his chest 
heaving, fists bloody and a look in his eyes that should have scared me. And it did a little. After all, I'd never 
seen him acting so violently before. Sure, I'd seen him punch someone before, but this was an actual beating 


He'd had death in his eyes when he threw himself at James. 


"I think you two better leave," Peter said, turning to me and fixing me with a serious look, "Look, a cab's 


coming up now. Just..get in and go home. Now." 
| nodded, grabbing Rafe by the arm as he stared in disbelief at his bloodied fist. 
"Pete, | just.tm sorry. -l'll call you, okay? We'll talk before we leave, | promise.” 


Peter just nodded, giving me a little smile as the cab pulled up and Rafe and | started to climb in As the cab 
started to drive away, | glanced out of the window to see Peter say something to James’ goons, before turning 
around and walking back into the club. | let out a sigh of relief, fearing that something was going to happen to 
Peter. Rafe was sat in silence beside me, still staring at his fist, which was trembling slightly. Neither of us 
said anything the entire cab-ride back to the flat, and when we finally pulled up outside, Rafe practically leapt 
out of the cab, leaving me to hand the fare over to the driver, who avoided my gaze and took my money 


without any questions before driving away. 


Rafe had unlocked the door and was stepping into the living-room when | got to the flat. After checking that | 
had stepped inside and was locking the door behind us, he headed straight for the bathroom. | could hear the 
sound of the tap being turned on, and | had no doubt that he was washing the blood from his hands. After a 
moment's hesitation, | quietly padded into the bedroom to see Rafe bent over the sink, hands still shaking 
slightly as he scrubbed viciously at his hands with soap and water. 


"Rafe, baby." | whispered quietly, stepping forward to place a hand on his shoulder. 
"-Dan, don't. Just.just don't. Not yet," he muttered, his voice wavering. 


| drew my hand back, feeling a little stung as Rafe finally stopped his scrubbing and turned off the tap, wiping 


his hands dry on a towel. Everything seemed to move in slow-motion as he turned back to look at me, falling 


forward into my open arms. And we just held each other, standing there in the middle of the bathroom. | could 
feel his body shaking with silent sobs, and | couldn't be sure if the wetness | felt on my face were his tears 
or mine as we kissed, hungrily, desperately, just needing to feel each other. We didn't say anything at all, just 
stood, holding and kissing each other until an unsaid mutual decision was made and we wearily climbed into bed, 
pausing only long enough to kick off our shoes and jeans before we fell together again. | couldn't put a finger on 
when exactly we fell asleep or who did first, but the night slowly dissolved into morning and | woke up to the 
comfortingly familiar feeling of Rafe's arm slung over my hip and his breathing on the back of my neck. 


"Are you awake?" | whispered quietly into the semi-darkness of the room. 
"Yes." 


| rolled over so that | was facing Rafe, seeing his deep chocolate eyes gazing back at me with a veiled 
expression. | hated that he was hiding something from me now, after we'd finally pulled ourselves into an outlet 


of honesty. It worried me. Thankfully, Rafe spoke first, after leaning forward to place a kiss on my forehead. 


"Babe..'m sorry. l'm so, so sorry about last night. | just. saw him and just stood there listening to him say all 


this shif, and | just.| couldn't take it anymore. l'm sorry," he whispered, voice sounding hoarse. 


"Rafe. -Rafe, look at me," | insisted, making him glance up at me with fear in his eyes. He still wasn’t really 


looking at me. 


He sat there, gazing at me uncertainly as | stared back, searching the depths of his brown eyes desperately 
for an ounce of what we'd had before last night. 


"You're still not really looking at me." | sighed, reaching out and wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him 


in to a tight hug. 
We were silent for a while, just soaking up each other's warmth, letting the silence shroud us. 


"Rafe, it's alright. -lve wanted to fucking pound him for years now, and l.. When | saw you punching him, | just 
felt so.sick Sick because | wanted to see this so badly, to see him hurting. And l- I've never felt like that 
before in my life. | just. hate him so much for what he did to me, for chasing me away from my home and 
family- not that the rest of them wanted me anyway. But | guess | have him and Rick to thank for all of..this," 
| say, shrugging a little as Rafe's dark eyes regard me. 


"All of what?" 


"This. Music. The band. Jake. -You. Everything. My life would have been so different if | hadn't left London, and 
y'know..l'm glad | did. | wouldn't have all this if | didn't” 


"-So.are we okay? You should have seen your face last night, Dan.. | felt so..disgusted with myself,” Rafe 
murmured quietly, dropping my gaze and staring at the crumpled white bed-sheets. 


"What? But.! was fine," | replied, a little confused. 


"Your face said otherwise, babe. Your eyes were just so..wide. And then when you looked at me, you turned so 


pale." he sighed, managing to glance up at me briefly before averting his gaze. 


"Christ, | didn't realise.. Rafe, love, listen to me. We're fine. | love you- | love you so much, and | don't want 


anything else to ruin this week. Do you think we could just.just not talk about James anymore? Please?" 
Rafe nodded, placing a gentle kiss on my cheek before he started to speak. 
"I want to talk about Peter, though. -You never told me about Peter before." 


"I know..'m sorry. | never even told Jake about Peter. It was just one of the things | wanted to leave behind 
when | came over to the States," | sighed, but continued as Rafe's eyes studied me carefully, "Peter and | had 
been friends at school- not best friends or anything, but he was a good friend. He was the first person I'd 
actually ever..done anything with, y'know? | mean, | knew | thought that other guys were hot and I'd fancied a 
few of them, but Peter and | actually started physically doing things together.. He was my sort-of first 
boyfriend, but it was..never really something we'd discussed. When | got kicked out and decided to go to the 
States, | ran off without telling Pete or asking him to come with me. -l just didn't want any reminders of what 
and who I'd left behind at home, and so | just upped and left him. Just like that. And | regret it to this very 
day for hurting him the way | must have, but it's all done now, so.. | only got in touch with him during my 
second year in New York, and we occasionally e-mailed after that. But up until last night | hadn't heard a peep 


out of him for six months." 


| can tell that Rafe is satisfied with my explanation All of it is true, of course- | can't be bothered to 
construct some make-shift lie now, and especially not at this moment. Rafe leans over to kiss me at the 
corner of my mouth, his lips smooth against mine in a lazy open-mouthed kiss. | know that we're still alright- 
his lips against mine reassure me of that fact- and so | take the risk of doing what | know | have to. If | put it 
off any longer, | know | just won't do it. 


"Hey, babe.. |l- | have to call Jake. l'm meant to. Why don't you go have a shower or something?" | suggested, 


looking at him and trying to read his expression 


"No. | want to stay here. Just.just call him, okay? But I'm staying right here next to you," Rafe said firmly, and 
something in his tone told me not to try and protest. 


And so | nodded, giving him a quick peck on his lips before reaching over for the telephone handset. | dialled the 
number to Jake's flat, listening to the dial-tone until | finally heard the click of the phone being picked up. 


"Hello?" 


"Hey.it's me, Dan," | said, trying to smile and hoping that it came through in my voice. 


"Oh, hey baby! How are you?" 


Rafe was still lying next to me, absently stroking the bare curve of my side in silence as | spoke to Jake. | 
could tell from Jake's tone that he missed me, that he wanted to talk for hours, like we used to. However, as | 
ran up a hell of a phonebill with Rafe by my side, | couldn't do it. Even if | should have, as part of this charade 
we were playing, | just couldn't talk to Jake like | used to. So | made up some lame excuse to leave, letting him 
know that I'd be back in exactly a week and that I'd see him then. | let out a sigh as | hung-up the phone, 


rolling over to face Rafe again sadly. 


"-| want to go home and tell him everything," | sighed, shuffling forward until | could bury my face into Rafe's 
bare chest, "I just want to put things right" 


| could feel Rafe nodding though | couldn't see it, and his soft voice soothed me to no end. 


"Me too, babe, me too. As soon as we get back, we're going straight to Jake's flat- together- and we're going 
to tell him. | promise, alright?" 


"Yeah.. Thank you, Rafe. Let's just hope that it goes okay.. I'm so scared about what will happen if it doesn't go 


well." 


‘We don't need to think about that right now. We have one last week- lets enjoy it," he smiled, kissing the tip 


of my nose before pushing aside the covers and padding into the bathroom to turn on the shower. 

| didn't have to wait for an invitation- | knew that it was a given- and | yawned, stretching my arms above my 
head before | too slid out from under the bed-covers and went to join Rafe under a hot shower. Strangely 
enough, we actually managed to keep it clean- a first for us this trip- and were content with just soaping up 
and rinsing off. As | dried myself off in the bedroom, Rafe flashed me a knowing grin, clearly sharing my 
thoughts. 

"Keeping it clean today, huh?" he grinned, a little glint in his dark eyes. 

‘Only for now. -Just you wait until tonight," | winked before turning around and tugging on a t-shirt. 


Suddenly a pair of arms were circled around my waist, holding me against a warm, firm body. Rafe placed a 


gentle kiss by the side of my neck, resting his chin on my shoulder as he began to talk quietly. 
"We're staying in today," he said firmly, "We're staying and we're going to do some serious talking." 


| turned around in his arms, needing to look at him. He just gazed back at me with a stubborn expression set 


on his face, and | knew | couldn't argue with him and win. | could try to anyway, though. 


"Rafe, babe.. | thought we were just going to enjoy the rest of this week?" | sighed. 


"We are. But | don't see why talking is going to ruin this for us. We need to talk, Dan. There's so much we just 


need to..sort out." 


And with that, he released me, walking back to the dresser-drawer and pulling on a pair of flannel pants over 
his bare hips before softly padding out into the living-room. | followed suit, pulling on some old grey sweatpants 
and walking out to see Rafe putting the kettle on the boil. | frowned, watching as he moved around the small 
kitchen, pulling out a pair of mugs and the tea for me and instant coffee mix for himself. | knew that | wouldn't 
have been able to avoid talking things out with Rafe, but | couldn't help but hope. I'd managed to avoid talking 
about certain aspects of my life for years now, and I'd only hoped that I'd never have to uproot things again 
However, | knew there was no moving Rafe once he'd decided on something like this, and | only owed it to him 


to talk. 
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"Here you go- is that strong enough?" Rafe asked, looking up at me as he slid a mug of tea towards me. 


He was adorable when he got into this mode- this ‘domestic’ mode. | couldn't complain though; | loved it. It just 
made me feel so warm and comforted to know that even someone like Rafe was capable of this. Then again, in 
my years of knowing Rafe- which | suppose haven't really been that many- | should have learnt that what 
you see isn't exactly what you get. He's always so gruff, so snide and cold.. And he used to be a total man- 
whore, to put it lightly. But this week brought out the Rafe Crewe that had been buried under layers and 


layers of bravado and bad-ass in his attempts to ‘make it. 
"Shut up. Stop thinking about me being ‘house-wifey' immediately" 


Rafe's voice cut my thoughts abruptly and | glanced up to see him fixing me with a stern stare, eyebrow 

raised. I'd made the mistake of mentioning to him my silly thoughts of our ‘domestication’ once and he was not 
happy. -Not as though he stopped it, but | guess you can't stop doing something that's ingrained in you. | loved 
working him up and getting him flustered about it, as he clearly was now. So | grinned and accepted the mug of 
tea, carefully carrying it back into the bedroom with me. | could hear Rafe's footsteps falling behind me and he 
soon joined me back in the bedroom, setting his mug down on the nightstand on his side of the bed before lying 


down beside me. 
"So, talk. Tell me everything.” 
| looked over to see Rafe staring up at me expectantly. 


"What about? | can't just..talk.Rafe. What do you want me to talk about?" 


"Everything that happened before you got to New York. Everything that happened before you met me in that 
bar," he says quietly, looking away as he reached over to bring his mug to his lips, taking a sip of the steaming 
liquid inside. 


| sighed, lying back flat so that | was staring up at the white plaster ceiling of the bedroom. I'd seen it many 
times during this trip, but this time it was different. It was almost as if it were slowly closing down onto me, 
squeezing the air out of the room and out of me. | never thought a ceiling could look so imposing. Closing my 


eyes briefly against the claustrophobic feelings swelling in my chest, | opened them again to see Rafe peering 


down at me. 
"Baby..you okay?" 


| nodded slowly, taking in a deep breath and rolling onto my side to look at Rafe again. He'd moved so that he 
was on his side, propped up on his elbow with one hand supporting his head. He looked so relaxed and at ease, 


with his bare-chest and the flannel pants resting loosely on his sharp hips. | wished that | could feel that way. 


‘Im fine. Its just.l've managed to avoid talking about all this for years now. | always thought that I'd just 
continue that way, that I'd never have to talk about it” 


"Well, that was before me. Before us. Now, we're going to talk about everything," he said softly, reaching out a 
hand to tenderly brush his thumb over my cheek 


| knew | couldn't put it off any longer, as desperately as | wanted to, and | took a deep breath before opening 
my mouth and just letting the words flow. 


"I realised | was gay when | was about sixteen- it kinda hit me that none of the girls who seemed to be into 
me made me feel.anything. And there were a lot of girls that seemed interested. | wasn't sure what was 
wrong with me, so | actually had sex with a couple of them before | realised what was wrong. | mean, not that 


anything was wrong but it was when | realised who | was. That | was a poufter." 


| was so very aware of Rafe's dark eyes focused solely on me. | could feel them. -I couldn't look at him, 
focusing instead on everything behind him, including the mug of coffee that was still almost completely full and 
no doubt cooling rapidly. And so | concentrated on just breathing, letting my mind run off on its own, with my 
voice following. But | just had to keep breathing. 


"Rick was a total homophobe. He'd always go on and on about ‘all those bloody poufters' around the place, 
condemning them to hell for all eternity and back. -No one in my family was particularly religious, especially 
not Rick. He was just full of hate. And | knew that if | told him, it wouldn't matter if | was his son or not. He'd 
still look at me and see the blaring, flashing, invisible sign stamped on my forehead that screamed out ‘QUEER’. 
And James.. James always hated me. He was just a year younger than me, but | was everything that he 
wasn't. | was hard-working, and he was a slacker beyond belief. | was smart, and he wasn't. | was likeable, and 
he wasn't. And my parents were never good at hiding their favouritism from us. They were just..bloody 
obvious. | swear they would have barely acknowledged James if it weren't for the fact that he was always 
getting into trouble. When | got that scholarship.it just seemed to be the last straw. Rick started being really.. 
Well, he treated James like shit, really put him down It just got worse after the scholarship." 


| paused, taking another slow, controlled breath before | continued. I'd finally let myself look at Rafe, and the 
look of intent concentration in his eyes were almost distracting. | was used to having his undivided attention, 


but this.. It was unnerving, and it almost felt as though | were under scrutiny. 


"Peter and | became friends when | was about fourteen, a year after | got into the school. We were good 


friends- not best friends or anything- but good enough friends. We used to hang out a lot and | spent a lot of 
time over at his place, mainly because | never wanted to go home and face my fucked up ‘father’ and James. | 
remember when | was seventeen and we'd been hanging out in his room. I'd been showing him some new songs 
I'd come up with on my guitar- Peter used to play bass, but | don't know if he still does- when he just..leaned 
over and kissed me. | didn't speak for a while, not knowing what to say, and Peter just shrugged and said that 
he'd wanted to check. And that was when I'd finally been able to move again, and I'd kissed him, hard. And then 
we started making out on his bed, and we jerked each other off.. -Afterwards | just ran out of there; | felt 
so.dirty. | knew | was gay by that point, but it had been the first time I'd ever done anything and it was just 
too much for me. | remember going home and locking myself in the bathroom, scrubbing myself raw in the 


shower to try and just get rid of everything | felt" 


Rafe was now lying on his side, curled slightly into the foetal position as he listened. A slight frown had etched 
onto his brow and he'd sucked his lower lip into his mouth thoughtfully. Now that I'd looked at his face, | never 
wanted to let it leave my sight. 


"| didn't talk to Peter again until the next week when he cornered me after school, forcing me to hear him out. 
We'd stumbled into a bathroom stall and had kissed, and kissed until | thought my lips were going to bleed. We 
didn't even discuss it afterwards, we just sort of..knew. It went on that way until | left, this sort-of 
relationship that we just.had. | thought everything was going to be great- that | was going to go to UCL, 
become a rich, successful lawyer, and that Peter and | were just going to continue as we were. Everything 
went great- the A-levels rolled around | breezed through them, got the results | needed. | was all set. And 
then- it was actually the day we got our results back- it all just went wrong. | was at Peter's house and we 
were, well, ‘celebrating! our achievements when James just walked in on us. My parents had sent him over to 
get me because they wanted to go out for dinner and celebrate- something like that- and James walked in on 
Peter and | in the middle of shagging. It was awful. James ran out and | ran out after him- | actually managed 
to catch up with him and told him that he had to keep quiet. But he made me promise to tell my parents that 
right or he'd do it for me." 


| gulped down the lump in my throat, trying to ignore the stinging in my eyes. | was barely aware of Rafe's 
hand reaching out To squeeze one of mine, too caught up on this speeding train that carried away my words 


and memories. 


"So that night, after my parents had taken us out to celebrate my success.| just told them. Everything. About 
how | was gay. My mum started crying and | just remember Rick sitting there, stony-faced and quiet. And I'd 
never been so fucking terrified in my life. My mother just kept crying and crying, asking me if | was sure, 
saying it was just a phase, that it had to be. And all the while, Rick was just silent. It seemed like forever until 
| managed to calm my mother down enough for me to speak again, telling them that | was sure, and it was 
only then that Rick spoke. -He wouldn't even look directly into my eyes, as if he were scared of catching this, 
like it was a disease or something. He just said, in this really icy voice, that | had to get out of his house. That 
| wasn't his son any longer- he wouldn't have a fairy for a son. | actually thought that he was joking at first- 
| really hoped he was joking- but then he finally cracked and just yelled at me to get the hell out. | managed to 
run upstairs to grab some things from my room- a bunch of clothes and my guitar- before | legged it out of 


the house and back to Peter's. | spent a few days there, until James and his buddies caught me alone one 


afternoon. They beat the shit out of me and threatened to kill me if | went to the police about them. | 
managed to make it back to Peter's and they took me to the hospital. As soon as | got out, | pawned my 
guitar- Rick had saved for months to get it for me. It was the most beautiful Black Beauty Gibson Les Paul; 
they'd given it to me on my eighteenth birthday, just a few months before. | got enough out of it for me to 
live on my own for a bit whilst | got out of London and worked. | never told Peter where | was going, or even 
that | was. | wanted to get out of England, but | couldn't earn the cash quick enough for my liking, so | just 
used the credit card that Rick had given me for emergencies- another indication of his favouritism, since 


James never got a fucking credit card- and got the first flight out to New York. And well..that's it, really.’ 


| felt like | could finally breathe. I'd never even told Jake the full story, just given him the sketchy details of 
being kicked out and of James’ attack. But now..l'd said it all. And to Rafe. 


| could the bed shifting as Rafe shuffled towards me, his arm finding its place across my hips as he let me 
bury my face into his smooth, bare chest. | couldn't cry- those emotions had been drained from me years 
ago- and | just lay there, soaking up his warmth and the distinctive scent of Rafe that | loved so much. | felt 
as though | could lie there forever. Talking to Jake made me realise how much | didn't want to go back to New 
York, where I'd have to end this flawless fantasy with Rafe. -Or at least it was flawless until last night. At 
that point, it really began to hit me how much was at stake here, and | had that horrible sinking feeling 
growing in my gut that really made me want to curl up in a ball and just.hide. And more importantly, never 


leave the bed. At least, as long as Rafe was by my side. 


His lips brushed against my ear as he leaned over and whispered, "Thank you. Thank you for telling me 
everything." 


| just nodded, moving a little so that | could tuck my face between his neck and shoulder before murmuring, "I 


love you- thank you for listening. And we're okay?" 

"We've never been better, | promise. | want you to tell me that sort of thing," he insisted, his voice suddenly 
growing softer as he shifted awkwardly, trying to look into my face, "Dan, babe.. This is going to be different, 
isn't it?" 

"What do you mean, love? Different from what?" 

Rafe paused visibly, a frown flitting across his brow before he spoke again, looking at me thoughtfully. 


"Us. We're going to..really be together, right? And | mean.what about the, uh.y'know.later on.. How is this all..?" 


He stumbled over his words, tripping and flailing and trying to figure out exactly how to say it. However, | knew 
exactly what it was he so clumsily was trying to ask. -So much for him being the song-writer. 


"Rafe, I've never been more serious about anyone in my life than | am about you right now, in this very 
second. I'm sorry to say that this is for the long-haul hon, so if you want out, I'd get out now whilst you canl" 
| grinned, leaning forward to peck his lips lightly. 


When | drew back, Rafe's frown had deepened and his expression had grown more serious- if that was even 
possible. There was something in his eyes, an emotion that stirred in those deep brown eyes, and it 
was..unsettling. For a second | wanted to pause, rewind time and rethink what I'd just said. -Perhaps | should 
have left out my mention of the ‘long-haul’. After all, we'd only really begun to sort things out.. And we're still 
young. What twenty-two year-old talks about staying with their boyfriend forever and seriously means it? 
Aside from me, of course. And Rafe was barely twenty-four.. Oh god. I'd scared him. That look in his eyes.. 


Shit, | must have scared him. And just after we'd made more progress.. Fuck, | was an idiot! 


As those thoughts whirled around my mind, Rafe just stared back at me silently before he finally sighed sadly, 
pulling away from me before he reached a hand out to lightly touch my cheek. 


"Dan, baby.. | love you, but-" 


| couldn't believe I'd had the gall to joke about ending this, not at that moment. Something was so, so wrong 
with me for even thinking about pulling a joke about him leaving me. -When would that ever be funny? 


"-| won't give you the pleasure of being rid of me." 
"Huh?" 


Rafe laughed, yanking me towards him and hugging me tightly, as he placed enthusiastic kisses all over my 


face. 


"Like I'd even dream of leaving you, after all that we've gone through! -How can you even joke about it, you 


little shit?" he asked laughingly. 


| found myself laughing- just laughing- into his neck, my body shaking as | choked out gasped breaths. It took 
me a while to realise that Rafe was laughing too, both of us shuddering and twitching in each other's arms, 
shaking in a mild epilepsy of clearly ecstatic laughter. At that point, it was like | could breathe again- though 
perhaps rot literally, for | was still coughing out breaths. A weight had been lifted; it might not have 
completely left me, but now that it was shared with someone | loved, it felt a hell of a lot lighter. Eventually 
our laughter died down and Rafe buried his face in my hair. As we lay there, Rafe placing butterfly-kisses all 
over my neck, it really just felt as though.. Well, it seemed like we were in that stage of a relationship where 
everything is fresh and new and exciting. Really though, if we're going to get technical, we've been messing 
around for months- nothing is new. But knowing that we'd be able to really commit ourselves to each other 
had us both giggling like teenagers in their first relationship. It would be Rafe's first relationship with another 
guy, and it would have been a lie if | said that it didn't scare me at all. After all, we were both so different in 
where we were with our sexuality. | knew that | was gay- had known it for years- and | could accept that. 
Rafe, on the other hand, had been ‘straight all his life. May be he really was straight and he just had a thing 


for me. May be he was bisexual and never realised before this. 


"Hey," Rafe whispered, "Just relax, baby. | love you- I'd never leave you." 


| nodded silently, moving back so that Rafe could see me smiling, reassuring him that | was fine. | reached out 
to him again almost immediately, moving so that our bodies were flush against each other and just hugged 
him. 


"-| think the tea's gone cold now," Rafe commented idly. 


"But you're warm. So don't you dare move." 


Chapter Forty Six 


Author's Notes: 
So here\'s another one for you lot.. It\'s almost a filler-type chapter, so | apologise in advance, but | hope you 


enjoy it anyway! ;) 


The rest of our trip seemed to fly by. Our one week turned into five days, which soon became two days, and 
then we were sitting with Peter in Hyde Park on our last day, watching as kids and dogs ran awry. Despite our 
talk, Rafe was still a little awkward around Peter, sitting stiffly beside me with one arm slung possessively 
over my shoulders and holding a lit cigarette in the other. The mood was altogether too solemn for my liking, 
and in an attempt to break the ice, | leaned over and placed a kiss on Rafe's cheek. Rafe started, glancing at me 
in surprise as Peter smiled serenely. 

"So how long have you two been together?" Peter asked, finally breaking the stifling silence. 


"Huh. Well, that's where the whole ‘complicated' aspect of this relationship comes in," Rafe muttered lowly. 


Peter looked sheepish and began to apologise until | cut him off, giving Rafe a stern glare before turning my 
attentions to Peter. 


"Yeah, it's a little complicated.. Rafe and |..well, we sort of hooked up before our tour, a few months ago. 


Except, um, Im sort of still with that guy Jake that | told you about..." 

Peter looked over at me in shock, a frown creasing his brow, "Really?" 

"-Didn't we say it's complicated?" Rafe cut in 

"Yeah..| was going to break it off with Jake- but then | was in a small accident and he freaked out about 
thinking he'd lose me.. | actually came back here on a whim, to try and get away from everything and 
everyone, but Rafe- being the little shite that he is- turned up at the airport and tagged along," 

| may be a little ‘shite, but | know you love me for it," Rafe grinned, leaning over to nuzzle at my neck 

| do sweetheart, | do," | murmured, giving him a small smile. 

"-So Jake doesn't know you're here with Rafe?" Peter asked, interrupting our little moment. 

"Uh, no.. | can't play him like this any longer though- honestly, it's killing me, Pete.. As soon as we get back to 


New York, I'm going to have to end it with him," | sighed. | hated knowing that | would be responsible for Jake's 
heartbreak, but | knew it had to be done. | couldn't play at this game anymore. 


"Christ.. -You just don't go for the easy road, do you Danny-boy?" Peter laughed, giving me a grin that made 
Rafe bristle. 


"What can | say? It's just not my style," | joked, giving Rafe's knee a reassuring squeeze. 


"So, what about you Peter? Are you with anyone?" Rafe asked, turning his gaze on Peter, who smiled a little 


sadly. 


"No, not right now. My boyfriend broke up with me last month- he didn’t really give me a reason. He just.. 
moved out," Peter shrugged. 


"I'm really sorry Peter," Rafe said softly, reaching over to pat Peter on the shoulder. 


"You haven't been moping, have you Pete? | remember what you're like.. You better be out there!" | grinned, 


trying to lighten the mood again 


"What do you think | was doing in that club when | met you last week? Sure, | was kind of hoping that I'd run 


into you there- we used to be pretty regular, remember? | was guy-hunting, really." 


"I need to apologise for last week.. Thanks for helping us out, Pete. And I'm sorry it had to end like that," | 
frowned, remembering the sight of my brother being crushed to a pulp by Rafe. Still a satisfying image, 
although | had to keep berating the sadist in me that enjoyed every second of it. 


"Yeah, | was out of control. | didn't mean to put you guys through that," Rafe muttered, looking a little 


embarrassed. 


"Please, mate, anytime! I've been wishing that someone would give that bastard what he deserves- and you 
gave it to him. And perhaps a little more, eh?" Peter smirked, "Honestly, you only did what | should have done 


years ago." 


Rafe chuckled, "Yeah, | guess so.. Next time feel free to help me out, man | could always use a helping hand in 
defending my not-quite-damsel in distress." 


My jaw dropped in indignation at Rafe's smirk and Peter's amused laughter. -l did not appreciate the insinuation 
that | was the ‘woman’ in this relationship. 


"Hey! | do not appreciate that comment, Crewe! You just fry and get laid again before we leave London!" | 


exclaimed. 


"-I'm always happy to help him out," Peter smirked, giving Rafe a lascivious wink which, to my surprise, Rafe 


responded to with a lewd grin of his own. 


| could do nothing else but gawp in silent disbelief and mock-sulk, crossing my arms across my chest and 
sticking out my lower lip petulantly. Rafe and Peter on the other hand, were near pissing themselves with 


laughter and continuing to exchange flirtatious banter in an attempt to get me. 


"Aw, baby.. You know we're only joking," Rafe crooned in an attempt to placate my mock-anger. He placed a 


loving kiss on my cheek before chuckling, "Don't worry- the only ass | want is yours.” 

It was great being able to spend the day with Peter, who really hadn't seemed to change in all these years. He 
still seemed to know me better than | knew myself, and | kept catching him giving me knowing glances that had 
me desperate to know what he meant by them. We settled ourselves into a pub for lunch- Rafe complaining 
about not being able to smoke- and | tried to get my quick moment with Pete, sending Rafe to get us some 
drinks. 

"-So, what are those looks for?" | demanded as soon as Rafe left the table. 

"What? Peter smiled innocently. 

"Those looks! | remember those looks! So tell me know- what is it?" 

"You're in love with him. Rafe. You fucking /ove him!" Peter chuckled gleefully. 

"| am indeed," | proudly replied. 


"And does he..?" 


"He says he does. And y'know..l believe him," | said slowly, trying to ignore the warm, fuzzy feeling in my chest, 


knowing how much of a sap | really was. 

"m really happy for you, Danny... I'm glad you've found someone." 

| looked up to see Peter smiling at me, a sad look of resignation in his eyes. 

"Peter..we should talk. l- | never really said sorry for leaving you the way | did” 

"Dan, we don't need to do this now- let's just enjoy this afternoon, alright?" 

"No, we need to Pete. Let's face it- | don't see myself coming back here for a while, so this might be my last 
chance to wrap things up with you properly. | was so selfish, leaving you and not even telling you where | was 
going. Especially after everything you and your family did for me. I'm really, really sorry... 


"-| really did love you, y'know?" Peter said quietly, tentatively looking up at me. 


"I did too, Pete.. It was hard, leaving you, but all | could think about was leaving everything in England behind. | 


didn't really think about you when | did it" 


Peter just smiled, reaching out and giving my hand a squeeze. | could see in his eyes that he understood what | 
meant and why I'd done it, but | still couldn't get rid of that feeling of guilt for hurting him like | did. -And 
here | was, about to do it again. Only this time, Jake was my victim. | tried not to think about it when Rafe 


reappeared, carefully balancing three pints as he weaved towards our table. 


As we sat down to our lunch, | kept catching Rafe giving me sidelong glances as we ate. | could practically feel 
myself flushing with pride at how far we'd come- how far hed come. He was practically a different person | 


only hoped that it would last once we got back to New York. 

"Y'know, we should come back, one year,” Rafe said casually, not looking up from his food as he spoke. 
"Back to London?" | asked, staring at him in confusion. 

"Yeah. It's cool. Plus, it'd be great seeing Pete here again, don't you think?" 


| glanced over at Peter, who looked happily surprised at the suggestion He shot Rafe and | a quick grin before 
nodding, "Yeah, itd be brill." 


"And make sure you give us a shout if you're ever over Stateside," Rafe smiled generously. 


As Rafe chatted amiably with Peter, | reached under the table and gave his hand a gentle squeeze. He didn't 
turn to look at me, but responded by squeezing my hand back whilst he and Peter immersed themselves in a 
conversation about the album. | was content to sit and watch them, thankful that they were getting along. 


We left Peter a few hours later, returning to the flat to finish off our packing before turning in for an early 
night. We ordered in Indian food as we packed, Rafe tottering around the flat picking up the various items of 
his that seemed to have invaded every corner of the flat. | honestly could not understand how one person 
could make so much mess- thank god l'm neat, or the flat would be a tip. He took forever to pack as well, 
continuously getting distracted and pausing to help himself to the last of the beer or catching sight of 
something interesting on the telly. I'd long finished and was left to wait impatiently as Rafe hummed an 
Aerosmith tune whilst he packed distractedly. 


"Seriously, how long does it take you to pack? You didn't even bring that much with youl" | exclaimed, sitting 
cross-legged on the couch and trying not to pout. 


"-| hate packing," Rafe replied flatly, giving me a mournful look as he messily folded an already crumpled t- 


shirt. 


With a melodramatic sigh, | got up from the sofa and wandered over to help him, taking the creased t-shirt 
from his hands and neatly folding it for him. Eventually | shooed him away to wash up the mess in the kitchen 
whilst | set about doing his packing for him- something Rafe seemed eminently pleased with, if the broad grin 


on his face was anything to go by. Twenty minutes later and Rafe's bag was packed and the dishes were done, 
and we were cuddled up on the sofa watching Litte Britain Rafe seemed beyond confused by the comedy, not 


seeming To understand any of it, whilst | tried to explain it to him- and at no avail 


"I just don't get it," Rafe frowned, squinting at the screen as Matt Lucas paraded around in the guise of a Thai 


mail-order bride. 


"May be we do have to come back again- we'll see if we can get some of the British humour to rub off on 


you," | grinned, kissing him fondly. 
‘lm glad we came here. -Well, I'm glad I'm a dickhead and followed you," he laughed. 


"Me too. Y'know, l'm so proud of you for not getting all jealous over Pete, like you could have. | know | don't 
have a great track-record with my boyfriends, but | promise you with all my heart that we're going to be 
different..." 


"I know we are," he murmured, nuzzling at my hair before moving back, that familiar glint in his eye. 


"Oooh, someone's horny.." | grinned, thoroughly pleased that even if British humour hadn't rubbed off on Rafe, 
at least my libido had. 


Rafe just growled in response, moving us into a sitting position as he kissed me and fondled me through my 
sweatpants. It wasn't long before | was hard as a rock and Rafe pulled back, smiling as he dropped to his knees 
in front of me. 


"What better way to say ‘goodbye London! than a nice, slow blowjob?" he winked. 


"Sweetheart, you don't have to.. Come on, let's go to bed," | insisted, a pit of nerves forming in my stomach. 
Rafe had been..somewhat reluctant to try giving me head in this way. Apparently the thought of having 
someone's cock down his throat lacked the appeal that it had to me, and up until this point, he'd shied away 
from it. So having him kneeling in front of me, ready and willing, was almost as daunting as the notion of 


fucking him had been. 


"Dan, don't argue with me. I've already let you fuck me- | might as well do it all now, right?" he asked gently, 
"And besides, | want to." 


| silently nodded, watching as Rafe slid my sweatpants over my hips, letting them pool around my ankles. Eyes 
wide with wonder, | just watched as Rafe wrapped his hand around the base of my cock before lowering his 
head to gently suck on my weeping tip. It was in amazement that | watched the highly erotic sight of Rafe 
lapping at the head of my cock tentatively, before glancing up at me with a somewhat wary look in his eyes. 


"Rafe..you don't have to," | whispered, trying to regain my breath as | soaked in the sight of Rafe knelt 


between my thighs. | was beginning to wonder how comfortable he must have been, wedged in between the 


couch and the coffee-table as he sat between my legs. 


Rafe didn't answer, instead lifting up my legs and resting them on the coffee-table. Entranced, | watched him 


lick his lips before descending onto my erection, taking me in deeper than | expected him to on his first time. 
"Fuck" | gasped, taken aback by the gorgeous warmth of his mouth. 


| had to stop myself from crying when Rafe suddenly pulled off, looking up at me with concern in his eyes. Of 


all things- concern! 
"Is this okay?" he asked, looking immensely worried. 


"Okay? Fuck, Rafe. just don't stop," | groaned, reaching forward to tangle my fingers in his ebony hair before 
gently tugging his head down to my crotch again. 


Rafe really wasn't doing too badly at all, especially considering the fact that this was his first attempt at this. 
It seemed as though many years on the receiving end had taught him exactly how to go about the act of 
fellatio. His mouth was inexplicably warm and tight, encasing my cock perfectly. He even took a chance, letting 
his teeth graze over my throbbing flesh as I'd done to him on many an occasion before. The sight of his raven 
head bobbing in my lap was a sight so beautiful, so erotic that | knew | wouldn't last much longer. 


"Rafe... Rafe, l- I'm gonna." | panted desperately in warning, and Rafe carefully drew off, replacing the warm, 
wet heat of his mouth with the firm grip of his hand. 


"Sorry- | don't think | could even try swallowing right now," he smiled apologetically. 


| honestly couldn't have cared less- the fact that up until a few seconds ago he'd had my cock buried down 
his throat was more than enough for me. | fought to keep my eyes open but failed, clenching them tightly 
shut as | shot over his hand. 


Rafe crawled up my body a few moments later, wiping his hand on my crumpled sweatpants before his lips 


met mine in a long, slow kiss. 
"Shit..we're doing that again soon," | muttered into his hair. 
"You betcha," he chuckled, drawing back to kiss my cheek, "Come on- bed now. Home tomorrow...” 


| nodded, following Rafe into the bedroom and into the en-suite shower where we rinsed off before crawling 
into bed together. | could hardly believe it was really our last night here. | found myself thinking back to the 
first night we spent here together, just wrapped up, exhausted, in each other's arms. | never thought that I'd 
be able to harbour fond memories of London again, considering the rocky past I'd left behind here, but these 
two weeks with Rafe had almost completely erased all bad connotations of London and replaced them with 


feelings of glorious happiness- as cheesy as that must have sounded. Smiling when Rafe muttered for me to 


stop thinking, | let my eyes close and snuggled back against Rafe's lithe body, eventually drifting off to sleep. 


The next morning was hectic and hassled- Rafe, as usual, refused to be woken until | threatened him with a 
bucket of ice-cold water. We did eventually make it to Heathrow Airport, hurriedly checked in and were on the 
plane before we knew it. We decided to avoid the Mile High Club this time, on the grounds that Rafe was tired 
as hell and | was in no mood to deal with angry middle-aged ladies again. The flight was thus uneventful, with 
Rafe and | making the most of our last few hours of being unrecognisable by falling asleep cuddled together 
and covered by one of those scratchy airplane blankets. 


We awoke in time to see the plane land somewhat bumpily, which had Rafe muttering complaints under his 
breath until the plane taxied and we were allowed to walk off. Greeted by the hustle and bustle of JFK, | heard 
Rafe mutter a resigned "And here goes nothing..” before he cast me a sad smile and we walked to the baggage 


carousel. 


Rafe looked so sad the entire time. | wanted to hug him and kiss him and reassure him that everything would 
be okay, but it seemed as though the bubble we'd been surrounded by in London had to burst. We both knew 
it was inevitable but being faced with it was more than we'd ever imagined. Taking a chance and giving Rafe's 


hand a quick, discreet squeeze before we walked into Arrivals, we both stepped back into reality. 
And then it all crashed down. 


"-Dan? Rafe!” 


Chapter Forty Seven 
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"-Dan? Rafe!” 


We both knew that voice- how could we not? | could literally feel Dan freeze beside me as we both turned, the 
world seeming to slip into a dramatic slow-motion as we found Jake's distraught face staring back at us, ice- 


blue eyes wide and glassy. 

"Dan? -What the fuck?" Jake managed to spit out as we stood in front of him numbly. 

"Jake... | thought | said I'd see you tomorrow morning..." Dan said, voice quavering. 

"I thought itd be nice to surprise you! But- what the.. Rafe??" 

Jake's eyes were focused on Dan, who was turning white as a sheet with every passing second. The two just 
stood there, staring at each other with emotions brimming right under the surface, until it dawned upon Jake, 
painful realisation flashing in his eyes. Slowly, he turned to look at me, staring through me as though | were a 


stranger before turning back to Dan, shaking his head. 


"No... You can't have- not with Rafe... Fuck, Dan, no.. Please say you didn't." Jake begged, tears threatening to 
spill from his eyes. 


"Jake, | was going to tell you, honestly! Rafe wasn't meant to come with me- he just..followed me. We were 


going to tell you, Jakel" Dan insisted, reaching out to touch Jake's hand, only to be swatted away. 


"Fuck you, Dan! Both of you, fuck you" Jake spat out before spinning around and running through the sea of 
people. 


"Shit..Rafe, what should I..2" Dan panicked, looking flustered. 


"Give me the keys to your flat. I'll take the bags and I'll meet you back there. Just..go after him, Dan," | sighed, 
taking the flat-keys that Dan placed in my palm with shaking hands before he ran after Jake. 


The ride back to Dan's house felt long- longer than it ever had done before. | always knew that confronting 


Jake would be hard, but never had | imagined that it would occur under such uncomfortable circumstances. | 


paid the cab driver and lugged our two suitcases into the lift before dragging them individually to the door of 
Dan's flat. It was exactly as | remembered it when | opened the door- neat, organised, clean and so like Dan 
After dragging the luggage into the living-room, | stood awkwardly, unsure as to whether | should unpack my 
things or whether | was meant to go back to my own place. Deciding to stay and leave my suitcase unpacked, | 
helped myself to some beer from Dan's fridge before flicking through television channels in an unsuccessful 
attempt to keep my mind off the difficult conversation that Dan and Jake were inevitably having now. 


The hours ticked by and Dan still hadn't come home. | didn't want to leave and have him come home to an 
empty flat, but succumbing to my exhaustion | allowed myself to stretch out on the couch for a quick nap. | 
was woken a while later by the sound of keys turning in the lock and sat upright, looking over to see the door 
opening as Dan stepped in. 


His face was tear-streaked and ashen, and he'd never looked so tired before. His usually bright green eyes 


seemed dull as he gave me a half-hearted smile. 
"Hey," he sighed, "Thanks for staying. I'm so glad you're here..." 


| nodded, hugging him to me tightly and just letting him sniffle into my shoulder. He pulled away sooner than | 
expected, walking over to the couch silently and sitting down on it. | followed, sensing that he needed to talk, to 
just let off some steam. No sooner had | sat down then Dan began to speak lowly, his gaze glued to the floor. 


"l- uh... | told him. About us. | told him everything, Rafe. -He's completely cut. He just kept crying and shouting 
at me- he's never shouted at me before- and he was so, so angry. But he was crying, Rafe. Just.. sobbing. He 
knows its over, and | know we need it to be, for us, but | never wanted it to be like this. -It wasn't supposed to 
be like this. I've fucking ruined everything He said he doesn't want to see me again and he gave me back his set 
of keys to my place. He's so broken.. | can't believe | could do that to him.” 


Dan's voice was hollow as he spoke, almost completely devoid of emotion Had | not just held him, crying against 
my shoulder, then | would have thought that he didn't care; only it was evident that he cared too much. 
Unsure of what to do, | reached out to him and gently touched his shoulder, surprised when he whipped 


around and launched himself at me, kissing me desperately. 


"Promise me you won't ever leave me," he whispered hoarsely between kisses, "Please, please promise me you 


won't ever leave me." 


Moving him so that he could sob into my t-shirt covered shoulder, | placed a kiss on the top of his head, 


uttering my promise. 
"|I won't ever leave you, babe. | promise- | Jove you," | insisted, rocking Dan's shaking form in my arms. 


"| don't think I'd cope if you left me. Seeing Jake like that- and knowing that it was me that had caused all that 
pain- it made me realise that.." he paused, sighing before letting out a sniffle and continuing, "| did love him, 


y'know. At the beginning, | did think that | loved him, but it just.it wasn't meant to be, | guess." 


"Look, itll be alright. | promise you, itll be alright. We're together now, aren't we? Really together. And we can 
work through this. Jake's our friend, despite everything- we can all work through this, babe." 


Dan nodded silently, still crying softly into my shoulder as we sat there in the dim light of his living-room. 
Eventually | lifted him into my arms a little unsteadily, moving us both into the bedroom where | carefully lay 
Dan down on the bed. He stripped off his clothes and sat, looking up at me expectantly as | too shucked off my 


clothing before crawling under the covers to lie next to him. 


"Make love to me, Rafe," Dan murmured, rolling over so that he lay on top of me, pinning me to the bed with 


a needy kiss. 


"Dan.. Are you sure this is what you want right now?" | asked uncertainly. | knew it would be difficult to resist 
Dan- I'd never been able to before, after all- but he wasn't thinking, too caught up in emotion. 


"Rafe-" he started before pausing and letting out a sigh, rolling off me and moving to the other side of the 
bed. 


"Hey, come on babe.. You know | didn't mean it like that," | said softly, reaching a hand out to touch his 
shoulder gently. 


He paused visibly before quietly shuffling closer to me, letting me wrap my arms around him and hold him 
against my body. Placing a loving kiss on his mouth, | folded our bodies together, listening to Dan slowly fall 
asleep before | too drifted off. 


| awoke to the sound of Dan shrieking in surprise. Jerking out of sleep, | stretched out a hand to find that he 
wasn't beside me and started into an upright position just as he skidded, naked, into the room. 


"Shit, Dan, are you okay?" | asked in concern 


"Yeah, I'm fine. |, uh, kinda forgot | wasn't wearing anything and went to answer the door, starkers. Sam and 


Matt are out there, so put something on," he muttered, tugging on the jeans he wore yesterday. 


| followed suit, since all my other clothes were in the suitcase standing, unpacked, in the living-room. When | 
padded out, squinting against the light, Sam and Matt were sat at the couch, solemn expressions on there 
faces. Dan politely offered to make some coffee, which we agreed to, so he darted into the kitchen, leaving me 


with Sam and Matt. 


"We were wondering why we hadn't heard from you these few weeks," Matt commented icily, slicing through 


the silence. 


"So, um... Jake called you then?" | asked awkwardly. 


"He called me," Sam piped up, looking unusually severe. | wasn't used to seeing Sam act seriously- he's the 
light-hearted one, the one who is always up for a laugh, the one without a care in the world. 


"What the fuck were you thinking, Rafe?" Matt hissed, fixing me with an angry glare, "What the hell were you 
doing, running off after Dan like that?" 


"-| love him!" | exclaimed, Matt's attitude starting to grate on my nerves, "I thought he was leaving mel | lost 


him once and there was absolutely no way that | was going to lose him again" 


"Lose him? | thought you have to have someone to lose them, Rafe. When he left, he was with Jake- not you- 
and thus you did not have him. You had no right to go after him!" Matt exploded. 


"The fuck | did! We were planning on telling Jake, but then there was the accident and Dan just decided to up 
and leave to think or whatever he thought he had to do. There was no way | was going to risk him not coming 


back," | hissed. 


"Yeah, but, man.. How long has it been going on?" Sam asked, trying to remain diplomatic though the look in his 


eyes clearly told me how much disregard he had for me now. 


"-Just before the tour," Dan's voice replied as he emerged from the kitchen, holding a tray of mugs and a 


freshly brewed pot of coffee, "And this isn't Rafe's fault. It's mine- /m the one who cheated, after all." 


"-Did you know that Jake wants to leave the band?" Matt shot, giving both Dan and | a glare that could have 
killed. 


"What? He can't leave!" Dan exclaimed, "We need him! ..And we have a three-album contract" 


‘If he's really serious about leaving, he'll find a way out of the contract. And he sounded pretty damn serious 
when he called me this morning," Sam frowned. 


"Fuck," Dan winced, dropping his head into his hands, "Fuck... It wasn't meant to be like this." 

"Well how the hell did you think it'd go, Dan? That Jake wouldnt be crushed by you flouncing back with Rafe on 
your arm, telling him that you two have been having an affair for god-knows how many months?? Yeah, 
‘cause that's exactly how it would have gone!" Matt snapped sarcastically. 


"Matt, you're fucking attitude is really getting to me now," | growled, "Can we just talk like adults? Please?" 


Matt opened his mouth as if to snap back another smart comment but closed it, breathing in a measured sigh 


before reaching for a mug of coffee and dropping two sugar cubes into it before muttering, "Fine." 


"You need to talk to Jake again, Dan. Rafe..may be you should steer clear of him for a bit. Right now, | think he 


wants to pummel your head into the ground, so..." Sam trailed. 


"He wouldn't talk to me last night," Dan protested, "He said he never wants to see me again- and | don't blame 


him." 
"I think he'll have calmed down a bit more by now- he's had all night and all morning to sort through his 


emotions. Try giving him a call tonight, or we can drop you off round there later?" Sam suggested. 
Dan gave Sam a grateful smile, "Yeah..yeah, okay. Thanks Sam." 


‘Its okay. We need this shit cleared up as much as you guys do. The band can't flop now, not just as things 
are looking up," Matt grunted before pausing and adding, "-And you guys are our friends. Even you Rafe, 
though you are a fucking piece of shit” 


"Thanks for the sentiment, Matthew," | retorted, rolling my eyes. 


"Look, what | think Matt is saying is that we all need for this to be sorted out, and soon. Its not really our 
place to get in the middle of all this- it's between the three of you- but we're here to help you guys out if 


you need us," Sam cut in. 


Dan and | exchanged a quick glance before turning to nod at Sam, who smiled back. Matt was still scowling 
beside him and he rolled his eyes upon catching my gaze. We somehow managed to slip into stilted small-talk, 
though Sam brought up the subject of London and James. Everyone had known a little bit- though initially, not 
much- about Dan's past and the only praise | received that morning was from Sam and Matt congratulating 


me on beating James’ sorry ass. Apparently that was the only thing I'd done right these few weeks. 

Sam got up to take a call, and Dan, apparently uncomfortable with Matts critical gaze, bailed on me and ran 
into the kitchen to get more coffee, thus leaving me in the living-room with our moody drummer. Matt 
immediately turned to look at me, casting me a steely look | honestly didn't know where to look, until finally 
Matt forced me to look at him. 

"So, do you really love him?" 

"Yes, Matt, | really love him," | answered gently. 


Matt seemed to be considering this before he gave me a half-smile and nodded. 


"You better not be screwing with him, Rafe. Dan and Jake..they were good together. Really good. -So you 
better be fucking amazing to him," Matt said seriously. 


"Look, | love him and I'm going to everything | can to make him happy. | know there's so much at stake now, 
but we love each other and this is going to work" 


Matt nodded again, giving me a sincere smile and opening his mouth to answer as Sam walked in, looking 


somewhat confused He was holding his mobile phone and giving it a quizzical look as he sat down again 
"What is it?" Matt asked, turning to look at Sam. 

"That was Jake.. He, um.. He says we can come over now. But he wants to talk to Rafe." 

"-What? | thought he wants to beat the life out of mel?" | exclaimed, looking over at Sam for an answer. 


"I thought so too, but apparently not. He said he wants to talk to you. -He said that he doesn't think he can 


see Dan right now." 
"You spoke to Jake? How is he?" Dan asked, appearing in the doorway. 
"He sounds a little better than he did earlier, but um, he wants to see Rafe," Sam said slowly. 


Dan turned to look at me, his eyes filling with an unexplainable hurt. No one said anything for a while, until Dan 


slowly nodded, his eyes still locked on mine. 


‘Okay... Send Rafe over to Jake's place. But just- just tell Jake that we need to talk too," Dan sighed, turning and 
walking back into the kitchen 


Giving Sam and Matt an apologetic glance, | rushed into the kitchen to find Dan leaning against the counter, a 
frown on his face. Tentatively | went over and placed my hand on his waist, kissing his cheek gently. 


"Hey.. Are you okay?" | whispered, kissing him again. 


"Yeah. Yeah, I'm okay," he sighed, turning and wrapping his arms around me and burying his face into my 


shoulder 
"Are we okay?" 

"Of course we're okay, love. Its just. difficult: | mean, Jake..| want to be able to talk to him again" 

"| know, baby, | know. But look, may be it's better if | talk to him first? May be if he hears it from me, he'll 
really believe that we never meant to hurt him and that we really do love each other. And Ill convince him 


that he needs to talk to you too, | promise." 


Dan nodded against my shirt, sighing before he reached up to kiss my cheek, pulling back to give me a small 


smile. 
| know you will, Rafe. Thank you. -Now go get dressed and I'll be here when you get back, alright? Love you." 


Giving Dan another quick kiss, | left the kitchen and hurriedly had a shower and dressed before Matt and Sam 


drove me over to Jake's flat. Sam gave me an encouraging smile before | got out of the car and Matt just 
nodded before the two of them drove off, leaving me standing at the doorstep of Jake's apartment building. | 
rode the elevator up to the fifth floor, finding myself looking at the door to the flat before taking a deep 
breath and ringing the bell. 


Chapter Forty Eight 
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| began to think that Jake had left, and was just beginning to breathe a sight of relief and turn to leave when 
the door swung open and Jake appeared in front of me. In all honestly, he looked terrible, but | suppose that 
was to be expected. He didn't say anything when he saw me- he simply looked at me with emotionless eyes and 
turned, walking back into his flat. | assumed that | was expected to follow, taking in a deep breath and stepping 
into Jake's flat, carefully closing the door behind me. Turning around, | realised that Jake had disappeared from 
sight and | wasn't sure what | was expected to do. 


| hadn't been in Jake's flat for ages- I'd really had no need to before. Of course Jake and | were friends, but 
somehow we'd never really spent much time alone together. It had always been Dan and | that were tight, that 
spent time alone together outside of band practice and gigs, whilst the rest of us always met in groups. | let 
my eyes wander around the flat, waiting until Jake reappeared. The flat was pretty simple, really- not the tip 
that mine was nor in the pristine condition of Dan's place- but it was nice enough and clearly bore the mark of 


Jake, with his bass guitars lined up along one wall of the living-room. 


Thankfully, Jake appeared a moment later, a cardboard box in his hands which he handed over to me 
wordlessly. Taking it, | peered into the box to see it filled with items that were clearly Dan's. Glancing up to 
meet Jake's ice-blue eyes, | sighed and turned to place the box on the table. 


"Jake..l'm so sorry, man.” 


It was pathetic and practically redundant, but how can you apologise to someone for helping to rip out their 
heart? | could barely look him in the eye out of shame and quilt, but finally forced myself to look up into his 
face again, praying for some sort of response. It terrified me that he was being so quiet and aloof- | would 


have given anything to have him shout at me, hit me, just anything other than this sharp, slicing silence. 
Finally, Jake sighed wearily, giving me a perfectly heartbreaking look. 


"Rafe, what do you want me to say? That | forgive you both? | fucking can’t, Rafe. You both betrayed me- 
Dan especially- and it all went on without me knowing about it. -If that isn't a fucking stab in the back, then | 


don't know what is." 


His voice was so flat, so empty. | had to wonder if this was better or worse than the screaming Dan went 
through last night. Jake moved away from me suddenly, listlessly drifting over to the sofa and sitting down 
heavily, his head falling into his hands. | froze to the spot, mentally debating whether | should go to him or just 


leave, as my terrified conscience was urging me to do, but | finally moved jerkily over to where Jake slumped, 


perching myself a safe distance from him. 


"Jake.. Sam and Matt said you want to leave the band," | said, not sure exactly where | was going with this 
After all, I'd never been good at these kinds of talks; | usually just waited for the confrontation to come from 


the other party. 


"Well of course | fucking do. | think I'd rather die than have to see the two of you together every goddamn 
day of my life," he said bitterly. 


"But we need you in this band, Jake- we can't go on without you. It's always been the five of us- well, it has 
been for long enough for me to know that this band wouldn't be the same without every single one of us. 


We've all had our differences before, right? We can get through this, really.’ 


"Get through this?? Rafe, this isn't a damn ‘difference’ we're going through- this is Dan, the guy I've been in 
love with for the past two years, cheating on me with you This isn't us arguing over a song or getting on each 
others nerves. This is betrayal Why can't you fucking get that!?" he exploded, turning and glaring at me 


venomously. 


"I do get it, Jake! I'm just trying to say that despite everything that's happened, we're still friends. We still 


care about you and we never wanted to hurt you!" 


"Then why the hell did you do it? -Did you think I'd be okay with this!? In what parallel universe could | even 


remotely take this welll?" he exclaimed in exasperation 


"Look, we know it wouldn't be easy but it just..it happened, okay? We didn’t plan for you to have to find out like 
that." 


Jake sighed, shaking his head and giving me a cold stare. 

"You really don't get it. It's not how | found out- it's the fact that you two went behind my back How the hell 
can | ever trust either of you again? And you know what the worst thing is? | still love Dan, so much that it 
actually physically hurts to know that he's done this to me when | thought he loved me back," he muttered 
bitterly. 


"He loves you too, Jake! It may not be in the same way, but he loves you- cares about you. We both do,” | 
insisted and Jake laughed cynically, standing to get up from the couch. 


"May be this was a bad idea- | think you should just go." 
Leaping to my feet, | rushed after him, reaching out to grab his shoulder as he tried to walk away. 


"No, Jake! We have to talk- you and |, we have to just sort this out. And you need to see Dan- it's killing him 
that you won't talk to him," | protested, latching my hand onto his shoulder and trying to spin his retreating 


figure around to face me. 


No sooner had my hand touched his shoulder then Dan spun around, wildly swinging his fist at me. | could 
barely react as he startled me, his clenched fist connecting firmly with my jaw and making me stumble 
backwards in surprise. We both stood there, staring at each other in a stunned silence as my jaw began to 
throb sharply. Jake's gaze dropped to his fist, seeming surprised that it was clenched and barely seconds ago 
had connected with my face. | was just gaping, smarting from the force of the impact and the 
uncharacteristically violent action from Jake. He was the first to speak, bringing his gaze up from his hand to 


look at me. 


"Shit... | really didn't mean to do that. Fuck, Rafe, c'mere. Let's put something on it," he muttered disjointedly, 
grabbing me by the wrist and dragging me into the kitchen where he started rummaging in the freezer for 


something to put on my slowly-bruising jaw. 


Finding the ice-box empty, Jake muttered a muffled curse before pulling out a packet of frozen peas and 
handing them to me with an oddly apologetic shrug. Still in a stunned silence, | took the packet from him and 


placed it over my jaw, sitting down at a chair and frowning as Jake sat opposite me. 


‘lm so sorry- | just. really didn't mean to hit you. It was sort of just..reflex. Fuck, | don't know.." he sighed, 
seeming completely drained as he rubbed at his temples distractedly. 


‘Its okay- | deserved that completely," | shrugged. 


"It isn't okay, Rafe. | can't. can't act like this. It's not..right. It's not me. I'm just.t've never felt like this before. 
It hurts, actually physically Aurfs There's a fucking cavity in my chest right now and it stings," he gritted, 
trying to hold back the tears that glittered in his eyes. 


"This is why we have to talk, Jake. May be its too soon, but | can't go on knowing that we've hurt you like 
this. Dan can't either- he was so completely shattered when he came home last night. It scared me, and to 
think that you're like that too... -l know what we did was wrong and we really should have thought before we 
did anything, but its too late to change what happened. Can we just..work this out together? Please, Jake.." | 
begged, looking up at imploringly. 


"-| really don't think | could look at Dan right now, not without doing something I'd probably regret. | don't think 
| could live with myself if | ever hit him, which | really think is what I'd end up doing. You don't know how much 
restraint it took not to try and pummel him last night- even shouting at him felt just so..disgustingly wrong. 
I've never been so angry with him before and I've definitely never screamed at him the way | did last night. | 


really, really can't be around him for a while, Rafe," Jake frowned. 
"Will you at least let him call you? He needs to talk to you, to explain all this..." 


"No. | really can't yet. Just- just leave it for now, alright?" Jake snapped, giving me an irritated look. 


| kept quiet, letting us drift into silence for a few uncomfortable moments before | finally felt obliged to speak 


agai n. 


"I really do love him, Jake. This isn't just me experimenting or fucking around.. | really, really love him. And | 
know this isn't what you want to hear right now, but | believe that he loves me too. You'll never understand 
just how sorry | am that you were the one that had to end up getting hurt, but Dan and l.. Well, you know 
Dan He's so fucking..perfect. Perfect for me. We need each other, Jake, and | don't think | could live with 
myself if | ignored that." 


"-He's always loved you though, hasn't he? | think | always knew it, but | thought it would be okay. There has 
always been just a tiny part of me that I've managed to ignore that said he loved you," Jake murmured 


quietly, not really in response to what I'd just said but just needing to say it. 


"We can all be okay again Jake, | know we can. Please- please- don't leave the band. We all need each other 
really, | know we do. Just..think about it okay?" | asked gently, almost wanting to reach out and touch the 
friend that I'd injured so, but knowing that | shouldn't, not right then. 


"Yeah. But | think you should go now," he said, so quietly that | barely heard him. 


| realised it wasn't really the time to try and push for a longer conversation and just nodded, getting up from 
my seat and putting the damp packet of peas back into the freezer. Jake didn't move from his seat, just 
staring at the table-top in front of him as | collected the box of Dan's things and moved back to stand by his 


side again. 


"| really am sorry, for everything. And | know you won't forgive either of us for a while, but we are your 


friends Jake and we care so much about you. I'll be in touch, okay?" 
"IIl talk to Sam or Matt, if anything. Just..well. Bye Rafe," he muttered, not looking at me as he spoke. 


| nodded, more to myself than anything, before quietly exiting Jake's apartment and making my way down to 
the street to catch a cab back to Dan's. l'm not sure why, but for the entire cab ride back, | gripped tightly 
onto that cardboard box of Dan's possessions, sitting it on my lap with the care one usually uses in handling a 
baby rather than a ratty old box. | didn't know what | was going to tell Dan- what | should tell Dan. What | 
could tell him without completely hurting him. | knew he should probably know everything, and though | 
resolved to recount every word of my stilted conversation with Jake, the horrible twisting feeling in my gut 


warned me that it wouldn't go well. But | owed it to Dan, to Jake, to just say it, even if it hurt us all. 


When | got back Dan had showered and dressed and was sitting on the couch, listlessly strumming on one of 
his guitars, a slightly battered old acoustic that never left the flat and definitely didn't come on tour with us, 
but that he still loved regardless. He looked up when | walked through the door, giving me a little half-smile and 
lovingly putting aside his guitar. His smile turned to a frown when he saw the box | was holding, rising from his 


seat to walk over to me and peer into the box. 


"Oh," was all that he could say when he realised what the box contained, turning away to walk in a straight line, 
right into the kitchen though | doubt that there was anything in there that he wanted. | think he just needed 


some distance. 


Unsure of what to do, | placed the box on the dining-table before tentatively stepping into the kitchen, peering 


around the door to see Dan leaning against the counter-top, frowning at his feet. 
"Hey," | murmured, walking over to place a hand on his shoulder gently. 


He looked up at the touch, his eyes widening in concern when he saw the colourful bruise that now decorated 


my jaw. 


"Shit, he hit you?" Dan gasped, reaching a hand out and touching the bruise just a little too hard, making me 


wince. 


"Ouch- yeah. He didn't mean to, though, he just.. It just happened. Don't worry, we didn't really get into fight, it 


was just one stray punch," | shrugged, not wanting Dan to worry unnecessarily as he usually did. 

Dan continued to frown, running his fingers over the bruise lightly before reaching up to place a feather-light 
kiss on it as he buried his face into the crook of my neck. | could feel him breathing in deeply, as though to 
steady himself, before he pulled back to look at me. 

"Did it go okay? Is he..is he okay?" he asked, voice quavering with emotion. 

"He's not okay, Dan. It's just..it's too soon for him to be okay. We can't expect him to be okay now, not for a 
little while at least," | said gently, trying to make Dan look at things realistically. After the way we'd been 
floating around in our naive bubble, it was about time we thought logically, realistically. 


"I know, | know... | just..l want him to be okay," Dan sighed. 


"He will be- after we give him some time and make him realise how much we care about him, he will be okay. | 


promise you he'll be okay," | insisted, stroking Dan's back lightly. 

"Will he see me yet?" 

"He..he said he doesn't want to see you for a while. You'll know when he's ready, | promise, but just..he needs 
some space. He's still angry and upset with us," | sighed, knowing it was cutting Dan up that Jake refused to 


see him. 


"Fuck. Just..fuck," Dan muttered, squirming out of my grasp and leaving to walk into the living-room with me 


following on his heels, "What about the band? Will be stay or is he going to leave?" 


"I think he's going to stay," | said a little uncertainly. 


That seemed to be enough of the conversation for Dan as he nodded, hands trembling a little as he picked 
pulled his jacket off the coat-hanger and began to shrug it on 


‘lm going to- | just need to walk or something. Grab a smoke. You can unpack, by the way, if you want to stay 
here for a while. l- I'd like it if you would, if you want to," he said in a broken tone turning to meet my gaze 


with a hopeful look. At least | knew he wanted me to stay. 
| nodded, pulling him towards me and giving him a soft, loving kiss. 


lm staying, Dan. You never need to worry about that- I'm always going to stay," | promised, feeling him slowly 


nod against my chest. 


When | released him he gave me a little fleeting smile before tucking his wallet into his jacket pocket and 
walking out of the flat, closing the door behind him softly. As soon as he left, | turned to my still packed 
suitcase, which was standing exactly where I'd left it the night before. | dragged it into the bedroom and hauled 
it onto the bed, unlocking it so that | could begin to unpack its contents. | discovered that Dan had cleared out 
a drawer for me and my heart sang out with bittersweet joy, realising that the drawer had probably 
previously been filled with Jake's clothes. Pushing aside that thought, | just unpacked, hoping desperately that 
everything was going to be alright. 


Chapter Forty Nine 


Author's Notes: 
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It had been two weeks since our return from London and Jake still wouldn't talk to Dan, which was really 
beginning to take its toll on my new boyfriend. I'd hoped that everything would be alright, but there was a 
strained tension between us that | couldn't shake, as much as | tried to. It was more from Dan than anything, 
and | knew that it was just the result of the lack of communication between him and Jake. With every passing 
day it was clear that the guilt was eating through Dan, and though | too was pained by guilt and a touch of 


remorse for our actions, Dan was consumed by it wholly. 


We went about our lives as normally as we could, but Dan was different and | hated seeing him this hurt. It 
was affecting us too much- he'd started to slowly cut me out, which was painfully evident in our sudden lack 
of intimacy. After two weeks of what seemed like a perpetual honeymoon period in London, we'd hit the 
ultimate dry spell in returning to New York. He barely touched me at all, in any way. We'd stopped sharing the 
little hugs or kisses that I'd become addicted to, or the simple twining of fingers whilst we sat together and 
had somehow started sleeping on opposite sides of the bed. | couldn't stand it, especially hating how alone | felt 
when | woke up, despite the fact that the bed was occupied by another warm body. The bed began to always 


feel cold, regardless. 


| honestly couldn't take it anymore, and it finally reached the point that | hoped it never would. | moved back 
into my apartment, with no protest from Dan at all. | could hardly believe that we'd gone from being in love to 
being apart. Of course | still loved him with all my heart and | had no doubt that he still loved me, but his guilt 
had worn through his capacity to express any other emotion. It was unbelievably strange to be back alone in 
my cold, grotty flat but at least then | could tell myself that the cold | felt was external and try to convince 


myself that it wasn't all coming from inside me. 


It wasn't just me that was being driven to the edge by these sudden dissolutions of ties- Sam and Matt were 
practically climbing the walls with fear. They both spoke to Jake, who showed no indication of wanting to 
reconcile things with Dan just yet, and flitted between Dan and | in an attempt to hold together what they 
feared was our disintegrating band. Dan and | still saw each other when Sam and Matt coerced us into meeting, 
which usually resulted in the four of us sipping beer at Matt or Sam's place in uncomfortable silences that 
used to be filled with boisterous laughter, music and friendly chatter. Those times seemed like decades away 


and the two weeks that passed were the longest hell I'd ever experienced. 


| finally hit the rock-bottom of desperation when Dan stopped returning my calls. It was like my lifeline had 
been cut and, dangling desperately from the edge, | found myself turning to the only person | thought was 
capable of fixing it. 


"Pete? Is that you?" 


"Hey, Rafel It's good to hear from you, mate! How is everything? | didn't think I'd be hearing from you this 


soon!" 


Peter's voice sounded so light and jovial, that | actually choked on tears that I'd been holding back for a 
fortnight. Obviously hearing the muffled sniffles coming from me, Peter spoke again, voice tinged with worry. 


"Shit, Rafe, what's happened? Is Dan okay? Are you okay?" he demanded. 


"Fuck, no, nothing's okay. We- Jake saw us when we got back and everything's gone to shit. Dan's fucking cut 
me out- I've moved back into my place and he's stopped returning my calls and | think I've lost him now. Jake 


wouldn't speak to him, and it drove Dan crazy with guilt and it just..we're fucking ruined now, Pete...” 


| couldn't stop the words spilling out, especially considering the fact that | hadn't let out to anyone. | somehow 
couldn't tell all this to Sam or Matt, though I'd known them for years, but telling this to Peter felt natural and 
| had a compulsion to do so. Something inside of me told me that he was probably the only person aside from 
me that could get through to Dan, and since I'd been unable to, | had to cling on to the hope that Peter could. 
If he couldn't, then | knew that it was the end. 


"God, Rafe... I'm so, so sorry. -| haven't heard from Dan since you guys left London and | sort of just assumed 


that things were going alright; | didn't even think that something could have gone wrong." 


"Pete, | need you to come over here. -Do you think you can? I'll pay for your flights, | just.. | can't lose Dan 
and he won't talk to me. You have to..please, help me," | begged, unable to keep the desperation out of my 


Voice. 


"Rafe, just breathe, okay? Let me talk to my boss and see if we can work something out, alright? | might be 
able to swing a week or so off, but just give me a day or so to work on him. I'll call you back as soon as | 
know and | promise you I'll do everything that | can to make sure | can get over to you guys, okay? Now, | just 


want you to talk to me. And breathe." 


My conversation with Peter went on for hours- it was the first time in weeks that | felt as though | could 
breathe unrestrictedly and the weight that had been lifted from my shoulders was massive. All | could do was 
thank god for Peter's selfless integrity and kindness. | didn't know many people who would sit at the end of a 
phone and listen to the ex-love of their life's present sort-of boyfriend and actually agree to help them. | was 
beyond grateful for the trip to London then for had | not had Peter to turn to, | think | would have reached 
the end of the proverbial tether and lost it completely. 


The next day seemed to drag on ridiculously slowly and | actually spent the entire day in my flat, afraid to 
leave in case Peter called and | missed it. | needed him to come here and talk to Dan, as | knew that if someone 
didn't get through to him soon our relationship would be shot. The hours rolled by and the phone finally rung, 
making me fling myself practically halfway across the room to grab it. 


"Hello?" 
"Hey man, how you doing?" 


| wanted to curse everything under the sun when Sam's voice trickled down the phone-line and | tried not to 


sound pissed off when | replied shortly, "Uh, fine." 


"You sure? | mean. was wondering if you wanted to come over? Or if you wanted me to come over? We could 


go out- I'm sure a few beers wouldn't do either of us any harm, right?" 


"l, uh, | actually can't right now.. I'm waiting for a call," | replied quickly, and | could practically hear Sam's 


frown when he spoke again 
"Rafe. know this isn't what you want to hear right now, but | don't think Dan's going to call you yet! 
"No, it's not Dan. Is, uh..Peter. His friend from London. | asked him to come over here” 

"What?? What for?" Sam exclaimed. 


"Because Dan and | are ruined, Sam! Because | haven't spoken to the guy | love for over three weeks now and 
he isn't returning my calls. If someone doesn't get through to Dan and stop him cutting me out, then | know 
we're really over forever, and | honestly don't think | could take that," | sighed forlornly, "Peter is literally my 
last hope right now." 


Sam paused on the other end of the line before he sighed, "I'll come over and wait with you, if you want. l'll 


bring over some food- l'm guessing you haven't eaten yet, have you?" 


"No, | haven't," | mumbled, hating my predictability in my grief, "Sure, come over. Waiting alone is killing me, 


anyway." 


Sam turned up an hour later, arms laden with Chinese take-out and a six-pack of beer. He gave me a grin as 
he stepped into my flat, dumping the bags of food and the beer onto the kitchen counter before he turned to 


look at me. 


"So, uh... Chicken chow mien okay? | got some prawn wontons but | couldn't remember if it was you or Dan 


that- oh, sorry.." he trailed off, immediately looking guilty for having mentioned Dan's name. 


"He's not dead, Sam, you can say his name without me bursting into tears," | muttered glumly, though | had to 
wonder about the truth in my words. Pathetic as it may have sounded, | did want to cry- felt as though | 
could- but whenever | thought | was going to, my heart clenched in my chest and all | could do was sit numbly 


and chide myself for being such a fool. 


"I know, | know... So..do you want to talk?" Sam offered somewhat timidly, handing me a container of chow mien 


and a pair of chopsticks. 


"| don't know. l'm just..tired. l'm tired of being alone, and I'm tired of worrying and thinking about this, and Dan, 
and how he's not here with me. It fucking sucks," | sighed, sinking into the sofa and waiting for Sam to join me. 


He did, bringing over the six-pack and placing it on the scratched coffee-table in front of us. | knew that Sam 
was trying, he really was, but it was all so awkward and | just felt miserable. Really miserable. All | could think 
about was why damn Peter hadn't called me back- not knowing was killing me and | began to think if perhaps | 
should think of some contingency plan in case Peter couldn't come, which was looking more and more likely by 


the minute. 


"Rafe, look, it'll be okay, yeah? Just..have a beer, kick back We'll talk if you want to, but if you don't then 
that's fine too. And Peter will call," Sam said, his sudden confident, laidback flair kicking in as he gave me a grin 


and patted me on the back in a brotherly manner. 


Sam and | watched the television in silence, talking sporadically until the food and beer had been finished and all 
that was left were empty plastic containers and a lot of cans. Sam wordlessly cleared it all up, tipping the 


mess into the bin in the kitchen before he returned to sit beside me. Peter still hadn't called. 

"Do you want me to go?" Sam asked, looking over at me a little nervously. 

| almost wanted to say yes but something held me back. Sam and | hadn't talked that much tonight, but as a 
whole, it had been reassuring. In short, | hated this flat when | was its only occupant. | hated the quiet that 
ebbed between the many empty spaces, and | hated this loneliness. 

"No- no, it's okay. Stay. Please," | found myself saying, not used to hearing this vulnerable tone in my voice. 


After all, Rafe Crewe isn't vulnerable. 


Sam looked momentarily stunned before he gave me a heart-warming smile and nudged me in the side with his 


shoulder in an act of camaraderie. 
“Sure thing man" 


| gave him a grateful half-smile, glad that he had the sense not to question my uncharacteristic neediness and 
thus, make me admit that | hated being alone, that | missed Dan's mere presence and that | needed to feel 
some sort of comforting companionship, of any sort. Even if that meant watching late-night TV in silence with 


Sam. 


The last thing | remembered was watching some comedy re-run with Sam, both of us sitting wordlessly side- 
by-side and watching the flickering images on the grainy screen of my pretty shitty television. However, | was 


awoken- how many hours later, I'm unsure- by the shrill, unmistakeable trilling of my telephone. My eyes 


jerked open, squinting into the light of the television that cut through the otherwise dark room. When it finally 
registered with my sleep-numbed brain that the phone was ringing, | made an eager attempt to leap for the 
phone, only to find that Sam was lying across my lap heavily, happily snoring into the arm of my couch. 

"Sm, g'roff!" | grunted thickly, accidentally shoving him off the couch in my attempt to get to the phone. 
"OW!" he yelped, landing on the floor with a thump as | darted to the phone and yanked it from the cradle. 
"Hello??" | said, sounding admittedly desperate. 


"Rafe, mate!" 


"Peter!" | cried ecstatically, "Thank god! You were driving me fucking crazy- | thought you weren't going to 


call!" 

"Aw, shit, | forgot about the time difference mate.. I'm so sorry!" 

"IFs okay, it's okay.. So..can you make it?" 

"Only for a week, but yes, | can make it" 

"Oh my god, thank you... Shit, thanks Peter. When can you leave? I'll book your flight out." 

"Give me a few days to tie up some stuff at work, and | can leave this weekend" 

| would have hugged him if | could. Finally, my glimmer of hope for Dan and | had arrived. 

"Fucking hell, thank you Peter," | sighed. 

"It's okay. I'll get back to you with some details and I'll see you soon" 

When Peter hung up the phone, | turned to see Sam still on his ass on the floor, scowling up at me sourly. 


"He better have said yes- my ass is killing me!" Sam winced, getting to his feet unsteadily and carefully sinking 


into the couch. 
"Yeah, he said yes, thank god. He'll fly over this weekend," | replied. 


"Hmm, great. | really hope this works out for you and Dan, man.. God, | need to pee," Sam grunted, getting up 
off the sofa again and hobbling into the bathroom. 


As the bathroom door shut | let myself sprawl out on the sofa again, my eyes sinking shut momentarily 
before | was interrupted by the sound of Sam's cell phone ringing. | figured that it would just go to voicemail 


eventually, but Sam yelled at me through the door to just ‘pick up the damn phone’. With a roll of my eyes 


and a sigh, | reached over and answered Sam's phone. 
"Hello?" 
"-Rafe." 


God, how | regretted picking up that phone. | could feel my heart twang with pain when | heard Dan's gorgeous 
voice and my breath hitched in my throat before | could say anything in response. Unfortunately, Dan's 


reactions seemed quicker than mine when he spoke again stiltedly. 


"-I'm sorry. I'll call Sam again. Bye," he muttered, hanging up the phone with a resounding click that echoed in 


my ears for what seemed like hours later. 


Sam's timing was impeccable, as always, appearing as soon as Dan had hung up on me, giving me a grin and 


walking over to take his phone from me. 
"Who was it?" 
"Dan," | replied flatly, handing Sam his phone back and walking to my bedroom without another word. 


| flopped onto my stomach, burying my face in my pillows and hating how sterile they smelt. Well, perhaps 
‘sterile' wasn't quite the right word. They were clean, and smelt..well, they didn't smell of anything. But | wanted 
to wake up with Dan around me, his fruity shampoo scent on the pillows and sheets. Letting out a tired sigh, | 
closed my eyes and breathed slowly, trying to recreate that scent in my mind so that perhaps | could imagine 


Dan lying beside me, touching me, kissing me. 


| really hoped that Peter could fix this. 


Chapter Fifty 
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Rate 


Unbearably slowly, the weekend finally rolled by and my stomach was flipping itself into knots. Peter was set to 
arrive on Saturday morning, but lying in my bed on Friday night, | couldn't catch a wink of sleep. | don't think I'd 
ever felt so scared before in my life. There were so many questions and ‘what-ifs? flying around in my mind 
and | could barely close my eyes without an image of Dan's face popping into my mind. In all the years I'd 
known him, this was the longest I'd gone without seeing Dan. Even before all this mess, he was my best friend, 
we'd been flatmates for a year, and he was my partner in creativity. We'd worked together on at least half 
the songs on the album- Dan was the only person | knew who could read me through my lyrics. I'd never 
forget the first song we worked on together. It seemed like a lifetime ago though in reality it was only three 
years ago. | remember how tentative I'd been about showing him my lyrics when we'd first formed the band, 
and as I'd handed them over to him, he'd given me a little smile before taking the sheets of paper from my 
hand and sitting down to read them. I'd loitered around nervously, waiting for his response. | think Jake had 
been there- or may be it was one of our temporary drummers- but | hadn't realised that Dan had finished 
reading until | heard the sound of the guitar playing. I'd turned to see Dan with his guitar on his lap, a sheet of 
paper with the lyrics resting on the table next to him. With his eyes glued to the lyrics, his fingers moved 
over the guitar strings with graceful ease as the most beautifully haunting music I'd ever heard filled the air. 
It was perfect. It was the music I'd heard in my head whilst writing, but had never been able to imitate. 


| glanced at the clock on my bedside table, which informed me that it was almost midnight. Knowing this was 
probably a stupid mistake, | hastily threw on some clothes before grabbing my keys and jacket and hailing a 
cab. | knew this route well, but it had been far too long since I'd last been on these streets and outside this 
apartment. | knew that he wouldn't buzz me up and just as | was contemplating risking it, some guy left the 
building and | slipped in through the open door. | took the elevator up, trying to steady my nerves, breathing in 
slowly and deeply and praying that | could do this. As soon as the elevator doors opened, | strode out 
purposefully and knocked on the door loudly without a second thought- if I'd allowed myself to think, then | 
would have turned around and retreated back to my flat. Getting no response, | knocked again, louder than the 
first time before finally hearing the unmistakeable sound of footsteps on the other side of the door. They 


stopped upon reaching the door and then there was a pause. 
"What are you doing here Rafe?" Dan's voice asked through the thick wooden door. 


"How did you know it was me?" | asked stupidly, the words spilling out of my mouth before | could stop then. 


"The peep-hole. What are you doing here?" he asked again. 


"I just. had to see you, Dan. -I've missed you so much, babe, you just wouldn't believe it," | sighed, leaning 


against the door and imagining his warm, slender body behind it, "Please, can | come in?" 

Dan hesitated before finally managing to blurt out, "No, I'm sorry." 

"Dan, please. Please, can we just talk? | love you, and | miss you, and | hate that you won't let me see you." 

| hated begging- it just wasn't part of my nature to grovel and plead- but | was beyond the point of caring by 
now. Being away from Dan for this long actually made me ache and | was terrified that if he left me like this 
any longer, he wouldn't just break my heart but that a part of me would die. 

"Please don't do this now, Rafe- please... It- it just.. | can't, okay?" 

He sounded so tired, as tired as | felt, and | knew that he wanted to see me too. | had no idea what was 
stopping him though, and | longed to break down the door and take him into my arms. | missed the way his 
body felt, curled against mine, fitting perfectly against me- | would have done anything for that door to open 
so that | could separate this terrible distance between us now. 

"Why, Dan? | know you still love me, and | know you miss me too.. Don't you?" 

"Of course | do- of course | love you. And | miss you.. But | just..can't.” 

"Dan-" 

"I think you should leave now, Rafe," Dan cut in, his voice sounding shaky as he spoke. 

"Baby, please don't-" 

‘lm sorry," he said resignedly before | heard him slowly walking away from the door. 

The silence coming from the other side of the door tore through my heart in a painful streak of heartbreak 
as | stood, waiting in case he decided to turn around and let me in. | stood outside Dan's flat door for a whole 
ten minutes, desperately hoping, until | realised that he really wasn’t going to let me in, however long | waited 
or however loudly | banged on the door. | could barely take the pain | felt, rushing out of the building with 
tear-blurry eyes and climbing into another cab. | couldn't remember telling the cabbie where to go, but | 
somehow ended up in front of a bar. | just climbed out, tossed some cash over to the driver and walked in 
unsteadily, making a beeline for the bar. 

Sinking down heavily onto a barstool, | ordered a vodka tonic and searched my jacket pockets for the packet of 


cigarettes | knew was there. | sighed as my fingers closed around the cardboard packet and | pulled it out of 
my leather jacket, tapping out a fresh stick of nicotine before placing it between my lips and lighting up. | 


couldn't help sighing wearily as | took a long, much-needed pull off the cigarette, looking up when the bartender 
placed my drink in front of me. 


"Long day?" he asked, giving me a friendly smiling and indiscreetly eyeing me up at the same time. 
"You could say that," | muttered noncommittally. 
"Aw, you wanna talk about it hon?" 


| glanced up again, giving the guy in front of me a quick look-over. He was clearly a little camp, though he 


looked nice enough. 
"Not really.." | trailed off, giving him a shrug. 


"Well, this drink is on me then," he grinned, giving me a little wink before sashaying over to the other side of 
the bar. 


| honestly didn’t know how I'd ended up at this bar. I'd heard about it, but then again that was before | realised 
my somewhat..alternative sexual preference. But then again, I'd been to gay bars in London with Dan. Yeah, with 
Dan Which was probably why I'd found myself to the first gay bar | could think of, even if this was New York 
and not London, and Dan was holed up in his flat refusing to talk to me. -The thought made me groan 
internally, and | chugged back the last of my drink before waving the camp bartender over and ordering 


another. 


It felt as though | sat there drinking for hours. | probably had been, but time was blurred by the numerous 
drinks I'd been chugging back effortlessly, waiting for them to kick in and erase the pain | was feeling. The 
alcohol seemed to only enhance the stabbing hurt | felt and before | could make a move to stop it, | was 
hopelessly drunk, my mind buzzing, throbbing. | could barely register my surroundings. I'd already been hit on 
by countless guys who, thankfully, didn't seem to recognise who | was or at least if they did they were being 
discreet about it. Unfortunately this guy seemed far more persistent than the others and despite my cool 
brush-offs was sitting on the stool next to me and nattering away incessantly. 


"Wha'?" | slurred, turning bleary eyes to face the blond sat next to me. | honestly didn't know what his name 
was, though I'm sure he must have said it at some point. 


"| asked if you're here alone," he repeated, eyes gazing steadily at me. 
"Hmm. Yeah," | muttered glumly, turning away to take another swig from my beer. 
"Well, | noticed you from across the room- you've been drinking a hell of a lot. Are you okay?" 


"Fucking fantastic," | rolled my eyes sarcastically and he chimed out a light laugh. 


"If you say so, hot stuff. So, what are you doing here?" 

"Getting as fucking drunk as | can," | growled 

"Alright then So..are you interested?" 

| turned to gaze at him through hazy eyes, confused, "What? Interested in what?” 


He gave me a pointed look that took me a few minutes to decipher. My eyes widened in surprise and | stopped 
breathing for a moment as | absorbed the shock. Finally, gulping, | nodded my head slowly and he grinned, taking 
my hand in his and leading me into the bathroom. 


He practically flung me into an empty cubicle, joining me less than a second after he'd locked the door behind 
us and attacked my lips with his. He was frantic in his kisses, diving right in with his tongue and pinning me 
firmly against the wall. It took me a few moments to respond before | flickered my tongue out to entangle it 
with his; he tasted of cigarette smoke and alcohol, which wasn't exactly unpleasant but just didn't feel quite 
right. So | closed my eyes, trying to get myself to do this without thinking, as | reached my hands up to grab 
his hair, which was too short for me. | wasn't used to this; | was used to long chestnut locks that | could bury 
my fingers in and hold. He was bulkier than Dan was- bulkier than me- and felt clumsy against my body, out 


of place. 


We continued kissing heatedly for a few minutes- or rather, he continued kissing me heatedly whilst | stood, 
pinned against the wall of the bathroom stall, wondering what the hell | was doing- his hands roaming over my 
body. Before Dan, I'd never kissed another guy. I'd never so much as thought about another guy in that way, 
not really anyway. This guy wasn't bad looking but somehow | didn't really feel attracted to him as such. With 
Dan.we had this chemistry that went beyond mere attraction or sexuality- it was like..a magnetic pull that 
kept us together. We were such different characters and we'd fought and had our differences over the years, 


but none of that mattered because we had chemistry and we understood each other. 


Like the way that Dan had been acting these past few weeks.. As much as | insisted that it baffled me, that | 
didn't know what the hell Dan was doing, | did. | knew exactly what he was doing. He thought he was doing the 
right thing, somehow. I'd seen how consumed by guilt he was and pushing me away..it was like he was punishing 
himself for cheating on Jake and ruining what they'd had. Dan thought that if he removed me from the 
equation then it would atone for our actions. Of course he was completely wrong. All he'd done was make both 
of us miserable, which had resulted in him holed up in his flat and me drunk in a bathroom stall with an 


anonymous trick kissing my face off. 


| tried to push Dan out of my thoughts, trying instead to enjoy this casual tryst. As Dan had so eloquently put 
if before, | used to be a total man-whore, so | was used to casual flings. With women, of course. Having this 
guy kissing me as though it was the only thing keeping him alive felt unnervingly wrong. It was when he 
pressed his erection against my hip and his fingers found the zipper to my jeans that | realised just how 

wrong this was. How wrong it felt. Sure, | was turned on, but after four weeks with nothing but my right hand 


for company why wouldn't | be? It was the feeling in my gut- not my groin- that was screaming at me to 


stop before | did something that I'd really regret. As my mind battled over whether to pull away or not, he 
slid my zipper down and immediately shoved his hand inside my jeans, firmly gripping my erection and making 


me jump. 
"Fuck," | muttered, biting down on my lip and meeting the trick's eyes somewhat nervously. 


"Mmm, you like that?" he purred, grinning salaciously at me before he shoved me jeans down to my knees 


rather unceremoniously, dropping until he was kneeling before me. 


He gave me one last smouldering look before gripping my hips and dipping his head down, his warm, moist 


mouth encasing my throbbing cock in one smooth motion as he took me all in, deep-throating me. 


And then | knew that | couldn't do it. | pushed him away suddenly, jerking away from his touch and desperately 
trying to tuck my erection back into my fitting jeans, leaving me feeling unbelievably uncomfortable. The trick 
swayed a little, sticking one arm out to support himself as | fumbled to get as far away from him as | 


possibly could in the cramped bathroom stall. 
"What the fuckl?" he exclaimed, looking at me indignantly. 
"I can't do this. Sorry," | muttered, bursting out of the cubicle and surprising an unsuspecting brunette 


hovering by the urinal before | shot out of the bathroom, heading straight for the bar doors. My head was 


spinning and | felt sick, my stomach twisting and making me want to retch. 
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Rafe 


Once out in the nippy evening air, | found myself just..walking. | must have walked for about half an hour 
before | stopped and sat down on the doorstep of a shop, slumping forward to rest my head in my hanas. | 
was fucking things up, and right now, things could not afford to be fucked up anymore than they already were. 
My head was still spinning from all the alcohol I'd consumed and the cool night air was prickling up a spattering 
of goose-bumps on my arms, bare in the short-sleeved shirt | was wearing. | felt completely flustered and 
just so. felt almost guilty. After all, despite everything, Dan and | were technically still together. Or at least | 
thought we were. We'd agreed that we were together, but in the past few weeks neither of us had officially 
‘broken up' with the other- not that | intended on breaking up. So, technically, I'd just cheated on Dan. Hadn't |? 
My head was reeling with confused thoughts and it was making the ache in my mind- aided thoroughly by all 
the alcohol- grow even more. | honestly didn't know what was happening with us. Nothing was the way it was 
supposed to be. 


It must have been my inebriation that urged me to do what | did next. | took out my phone and dialled, holding 
it up to my ear and hoping that he'd answer. | didn't know who else to turn to then- he was the only person 
that would understand the way | was feeling. He sounded beyond surprised- and sleepy- when he realised it 
was me. | prepared myself to grovel and beg, but he simply told me to come over and that he'd be up. | 


nodded though he couldn't see me and told him I'd be there within the hour. 

Jake opened the door, dressed in a scruffy, crumpled t-shirt and his boxers; he looked as though he'd been 
sleeping. He chuckled when he noticed my bloodshot eyes and as | walked past him he must have smelt the 
alcohol on me. 

"You're drunk, aren't you?" 


| nodded in the affirmative, carefully walking over to his couch and propping myself up on some cushions. 


"|, uh, | went to see Dan earlier. He's been avoiding my calls and when | got to his flat, he wouldn't even open 


the door," | sighed. 


| know. Sam and Matt told me that he hasn't spoken to you for a few weeks," Jake replied softly. 


| looked up to see him sitting in an arm-chair, his feet tucked beneath him gracefully. We sat there silently for 


a few minutes before | finally spoke again, glancing up at Jake nervously. 

"So, have you..2" 

"No. | just. can't yet. | know it's stupid, avoiding him like this, but | just don't think | can face him yet! 
"You're facing me," | said awkwardly. 


| know that But it's just... If | talk honestly, we can still be..civil, with each other, right?" Jake questioned, 


frowning slightly as our eyes met. 
"OF course," | nodded. 


"Okay... Well, uh.. -Dan fucking cheated on me, Rafe. It's just..the trust we had is totally gone. And as for you- 
well, that's different. The amount of trust | put into you is totally different from Dan and |. | trusted you as a 
friend, but Dan was so much more than that to me- he was my friend and my boyfriend | trusted him with 
everything- even my damn heart- and he threw that all back at me when he ran off with you," Jake 
muttered a little bitterly, "I know you're both sorry, and | know that you can't help who you fall for, but you 
both went about this in completely the wrong way." 


"We didn't mean to hurt you, Jake." | sighed remorsefully, "We really didn't mean for things to go the way 
they did" 


"I know, | know.. It's justits going to take some time before | can really forgive you both and before | get 
over Dan. After all this, | still love him so much, y'know?" he frowned, lifting his clear blue eyes up to meet 


my gaze. 
"I know. These past few weeks..they've been killing me. | miss him so goddamn much that it hurts." 


Jake nodded silently and when | looked into his eyes, | realised that he knew exactly how | felt. After all, he was 
going through the same thing as | was, to an extent. Right then, at that point, Dan had left us both in the 
lurch. It was then that | began to feel an ounce of what Jake must have felt upon finding out about Dan's 
infidelity. My heart kept clenching itself in my chest, my gut felt as though it had been stabbed repetitively, 


but that must have been nothing compared to Jake's pain. 

I'm staying with the band though," Jake commented suddenly, making me look up at him again 

"You are?" | asked, beyond surprised. | honestly had thought that he'd decide to leave, though | didn't want him 
to. After all, how on earth would he cope with working and touring with us after what Dan and | had done to 


him? 


"Yeah. | just..1 may have lost Dan, but | can't lose the next thing that | love the most," he shrugged, giving me 


a sad half-smile. 
lm so glad you're staying, Jake. It just..it wouldn't be the same without you," | smiled genuinely. 


Jake nodded serenely, his gaze dropping to his clenched hands in his lap. He didn't look up as he began to speak 
again in a quiet tone that | could barely just hear. 


"Y'know Rafe.. Its going to take me a while to get over Dan. And to really trust you both again. But | don't 
want to think that all that's happened was in vain. So don't let Dan run out on you too." 


| glanced up, surprised by his level tone and rational words. | almost wanted to cry, cry for Jake's innate 
goodness and understanding and the hurt that we were both feeling. But | didn't. | merely nodded, slowly 


murmuring a thank you as we drifted back into silence momentarily. 
"Peter's arriving in New York in the morning," | blurted out suddenly, making Jake look up at me again. 
"Peter? Dan's friend from London?" 


"Yeah... |, uh..invited him over. To talk to Dan. It was just my last resort, to try and get Dan to talk to me 


again- to talk to someone" 


"I hope it works, for your sake. By the way, it's almost light. Should you be going? Y'know, get a bit of sleep 
before you go to pick him up." 


| turned to look at the window, startled to see that it was in fact almost light. And | hadn't missed Jake's 
slightly less than subtle hint that he wanted me out of his flat. I'd bothered him enough. So | nodded, carefully 
standing up and wincing a little at the hangover that was beginning to make itself known | gave Jake a small 
smile as | went to let myself out, leaving him sat in his armchair. | had to walk a few blocks before | found a 
free cab to take me back to the empty flat | now had to call home, though it really didn't feel like it. | stepped 
into the silence of the apartment, stripped off, stood under the shower, towelled off and slid in under the 
covers for a quick two hour nap before | had to go and collect Pete at the airport. Damn his flight for arriving 


in the morning. 


It felt like ten minutes had passed before my alarm was beeping insistently at me, telling me to get my ass 
out of bed, get dressed and grab a cab to the airport. | hated waiting in the airport, worried someone would 
recognise me- | was not in the mood to entertain fawning fans (as much as | loved our fans) this early in the 
morning. Thankfully, Pete appeared sooner than | expected him to, catching sight of me immediately and giving 
me a cheerful wave as he made his way towards me. He stopped once he was in front of me, frowning and 


giving me a critical look. 


‘lm sorry this has to be the first thing | say to you upon seeing you in New York, but Rafe, mate, you look 
bloody awful." 


| rolled my eyes, not amused by Peter's frankness, "Thanks Pete. C'mon, let's get a cab back to my place." 


| couldn't help yawning all the way back home, trying to hide how utterly exhausted | was from Peter rather 
unsuccessfully. He just laughed lightly, telling me that | shouldn't have said | was going to pick him up if | was 
going to be this knackered by it. 


"Nah, it's okay- its my fault really. |, well... sort of went to see Dan last night. And he wouldn't see me, so | 
kinda went out, got drunk, almost hooked up with some guy, then | went to see Jake and we talked for a bit 
and | only just made it back to my place for a quick nap.." | explained. 


"-| can't believe he wouldn't see you when you actually turned up at his flat," Peter murmured, frowning at 
this new piece of information. 


"Yeah, | know. Its gotten that bad- now do you see why | needed you to come and help me out?" 


Pete nodded seriously and we paid the cab driver before unloading Pete's suitcase from the taxi trunk and 
dragging it into the building. We were silent during the short elevator ride up to my flat, Peter looking 
immensely thoughtful whilst | just felt like shit. Everything felt as though it had piled up far too quickly- with 
my exhaustion, hang-over and the gnawing emptiness | felt without Dan by my side, | wasn't sure how much 
longer | was going to be able to stand up. Pete gave me a sympathetic smile as | tried to stifle a yawn, 
fumbling with my keys for a moment before flinging open the front door and revealing my somewhat pathetic 
flat. 


"So, here we are.. Its not much- | really should look for a better place, now that money's getting better. But | 
guess this is home for now," | shrugged, tossing my keys onto the kitchen table, where they landed with a loud 
jangle before sauntering through the living-room and into the tiny box of a room that Dan had once stayed in, 
so many years ago when he was my flat-mate. 


"You can stay in here- | know it's basically a box, so l'm really sorry. Its Dan's old room, from when we were 
flat-mates," | added, not knowing why that piece of information would be important to Pete. It was important to 
me, but that was to be expected. At that point, anything that would assure me that my relationship and 


friendship with Dan ran deep enough that we could pull through this rut was welcome information. 


"IFs fine, Rafe, thank Seriously, you didn't see my place when you were over. It's pretty much a hole," Pete 
laughed good-naturedly, bending down at the knees to hoist his suitcase up onto the bed and opening it up, 
"Why don't you go get some sleep, eh? You really do look like shit, mate, and | assume thats not how you want 
to be looking when we see Dan tonight" 


"We're seeing Dan tonight?" | asked, surprised. 
"Well, of course we are. I'm only here a week, and | can't afford to leave New York without having made Dan 


realise he's being a stupid prat and that he needs to be with you, can |? Time is of the essence, and 


unfortunately, we don't have that much time," Peter said firmly. 


-Well, it seemed as though there'd be no arguing with him. 


| wanted to tell Pete that | didn't think | could handle seeing Dan again, only to have him reject me or turn me 
away again, that my heart couldn't take it, but somehow all | could do was nod numbly before drifting back 


into my bedroom and crawling under the covers. 


Even in sleep, | couldn't escape him. Every time | rolled over and met cold, empty space was a reminder of how 
wrong everything had gone. The distinct lack of Dan's sweet scent perfuming the pillows was a sharp kick 
delivered to my heart as a cruel keepsake of a now-lost relationship. Unsurprisingly, my sleep was unsettled 
and | found myself lying in bed awake when Pete knocked on my door, cautiously sticking his head around the 


corner. 

"You're awake?" 

"Let's just say | haven't been sleeping all that well recently," | muttered, sighing and sitting up. 
"We should probably go over there soon," Pete said softly, his eyes filled with worry. 


"| guess. I'll just..get changed or something," | shrugged, tossing the sheets aside so that | could get out of bed 
and switch on the lights. 


Pete gave me a little smile before leaving, closing the door behind him with a measured ‘click’ and leaving me 
standing in the yellow light of the room, pulling out clean clothes from my dresser. A part of me wanted to 
look my best, perhaps to try and dazzle Dan into realising how much he still wanted me but the other, 
stronger part of me wanting to go as | was, looking like shit you'd scrape off the bottom of your shoe. 
Perhaps then Dan would realise exactly what he'd done to me, how much he'd hurt me. May be then he'd be 
able to see the countless sleepless nights he'd cost me and would see the listless ache | felt in my heart 
painted in the dark circles under my weary eyes. All that would, possibly, make him understand. 


| ended up throwing on the crumpled t-shirt | wore yesterday and the jeans I'd stripped out of earlier. Peter 
gave me a semi-amused glance when | stepped out into the living-room, clearly not looking spruced up by any 
means, and we waited out on the sidewalk until a free cab came our way. | couldn't talk to Peter. | could barely 
think straight. It was like Judgement Day had finally arrived and in that cab-ride of impending doom, all | could 
do was pray to every deity under the sun that Dan would at least speak to me. Touch me. Kiss me. | would 
even have settled for him hitting me, just to know that | could still evoke some sort of emotion from him. 
There was nothing worse than him being completely uncaring, especially when | cared far more than | should 


have. 
After all, Rafe Crewe shouldn't care. 


But then again, the Rafe Crewe | was meant to be didn't fuck guys either and he most certainly didn't love 
them. 


I'd basically spat on the image of myself that I'd worked at painstakingly for years to build up, had blasphemed 
against it in the worst possible way, had become the antithesis of what | said | was, but | couldn't have cared 
less. | was sure our fans would have run for the hills, screaming at the top of their lungs, if they knew the 
person I'd become- or perhaps always had been, hidden deep down somewhere almost inaccessible. It was 
completely un-Rock 'n Roll to fall in love, and even worse when it was with your guitarist, especially if it was 
your male guitarist. But really, the last few weeks of my life had been so un-Rock 'n Roll that | could have 


been any old Average Joe on the street, just learning how to love. 


| barely noticed that the cab had stopped, and somehow we were standing right outside Dan's apartment, Peter 
knocking merrily on the door. | could hear Dan's voice yelling that he was coming as Peter pushed me aside and 
out of sight from the peep-hole but barely registered it all until | heard Dan exclaim excitedly, flinging open 

the door and leaping out to hug Peter ecstatically. It was when he stepped back from Peter, still smiling, that | 
managed to soak up those precious details about him that I'd missed so much in the torturous weeks that had 
passed. In short, he looked terrible, the worse I'd ever seen him looking, even in comparison to him after his 

accident before we left for London. | suppose the accident did barely any physical damage to him, but it did at 


least leave that important part of him intact which now seemed to have disappeared. 


Dan has always had a light to him that seems to radiate from his very being. Its like a force that pulls you 
towards him- or at least I've always found myself being drawn to him because of it- and it shines through 
those verdant windows of his soul and captures you whole-heartedly. But then, standing in front of Pete and 
smiling, it had gone. His eyes were lack-lustre and tired, his face was drawn and his smile subdued. And then 
he turned and noticed me, and the emotion that | saw in his eyes tore a hole through my heart that made me 


want to weep. 


He still loved me. 


Chapter Fifty Two 
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| know I'd probably done all this wrong. In fact, | was pretty sure that | had done all this wrong. 


After all, how could it be right when Rafe was on the other side of that door, and not right next to me? | 
wanted nothing more than to fling the door wide open and fall into Rafe's arms, but the unnamed force holding 
me back was stronger than | thought, and | found myself slumped with my forehead resting against the hard 
wood of the door. Knowing that Rafe was merely inches away from me and yet completely untouchable was 
like a stab to the heart, an actual physical pain that twisted and stung. | wanted to tell him why | was doing 
this, why | acted the way that | did, but | knew that he wouldn't understand. -| barely understood it myself. 


When that doorbell rang, the list of possibilities that sprang into my mind were not a list of people who | 
wanted to see. Inevitably, Rafe was right at the top of that list. Just the thought of letting him see me like 
this was gut-wrenching in itself. After all, I'd made the decision to cut him off in this way, so why on earth 
should | be crying? Why should | be the one who had separated from the outside world to mope in my flat? 
The fact of the matter, was that | knew that I'd done the wrong thing. I'd probably done the worst thing 
possible by shutting Rafe out in the way that | did. It was all | could do but pray that perhaps it was one of 
the neighbours banging on my door like there was no tomorrow, so | yelled that | was coming and made my 


way to the door. 


Glancing through the peephole | gave an excited cry when | saw the face I'd least expected to see grinning back 
at me and flung the door open, leaping into Peter's open arms and giving him a tight hug. I'd never been so 
happy to see his face, and | barely even thought about why it was that he'd suddenly appeared in New York 
and was parked on my doorstep. As | opened my mouth to talk, Peter shook his head and gently pushed me 
away. It took a few moments for me to realise that Peter was no longer looking at me, his gaze directed 


instead to the tall figure by the wall. It was then that my heart stopped. 


All the emotions I'd been struggling to suppress welled up in a tight ball lodged in my throat as | gazed at Rafe. 
| knew | couldn't hide the way that | felt from him, try as | may- he's always been able to read me like the 
open book that | am- and so | just stared back at him in silence. He had this look in his eyes that | knew meant 
he was seeping in everything | was trying to hide from hin, including that particularly gnawing emotion that 
just wouldn't go away. OF course | still loved Rafe- how could | not?- but there was so much else to take into 
consideration that as much as | wanted to leap forward and kiss the breath out of his lungs, | also wanted to 


turn around and slam the door shut. 


In fact, if Peter weren't there, | might just have done so. However, Peter didn't give me a chance, instead 


stepping forward and breaking the eye-contact between Rafe and |. 


"Well, aren't you going to invite us in, Danny-boy?" he asked with a casual grin, and | nodded mutely, stepping 
aside to let him pass. 


| involuntarily held my breath as Rafe stepped closer, dark eyes looking into mine imploringly. 


"Dan-" he started in a low whisper but | shook my head vehemently, trying not to bite my lip in the nervous 


way | wanted to. 


"Just- just..don't, Rafe. Not right now. Please. Just..give me a moment, alright?" | managed to choke out, though 
| don't know where | found the strength to even mutter those few pointless words. 


| almost expected Rafe to protest, but he just gave a resigned sigh and slid past me, going to join Peter in the 
living-room. | lingered by the door for longer than | should have. Instinct told me to just get the hell out of 
there, but I'd done enough running. | couldn't hide away forever, as much as | may have wanted to, and as | 


drew in a few deep breaths, | shut the door with a quiet click and turned to face my guests. 
"D'you, uh, want something to drink?" | managed to say with a forced smile. 
‘lm alright, thanks. Unless you have a beer to spare?" Peter smiled and Rafe just shook his head silently. 


| disappeared into the kitchen for a moment, returning with Peter's beer and a glass of whiskey for myself- all 
| needed was something to take the edge off. It would be the biggest lie in history if | said that things weren't 
awkward when | sat down. My eyes were trained in on the bottom of the amber-filled glass and Peter was sat 
cradling his beer-bottle. Rafe.. Rafe looked tired. I'd never seen him so subdued before, and | hated myself for 
doing this to him. To kill our relationship was one thing, but to kill the gutsy spirit that Rafe Crewe embodies 
was something else completely. If | knew that I'd done that to him, I'd never have been able to forgive myself. 


Once again it was up to Peter to break the silence, standing up suddenly and announcing that he had to use the 
loo, giving both Rafe and | a pointed look before he left the living-room abruptly. As soon as he left, | glanced 
up to see Rafe gazing across at me sadly, unshed tears quivering in his eyes. That was it; that was what had 


me. 


It was instinct that had me swooping across the living-room to join Rafe on the couch, my arms folding around 
him instantly and clutching him to me with a desperation that | didn't know | could convey in the mere 
enveloping of arms. Neither of us shed a tear- l'm not sure if | could have; it just wouldn't have expressed 
the way | was feeling right then- but we sat there in silence, just holding onto each other so tightly that | 
could see my fingers leaving white crescents of pressure in the bare skin of his arm. | wanted to talk- there 
was so much that had to be said- but my voice just wouldn't come as | choked down the lump in my throat 
that refused to dissipate. Rafe was actually trembling against me in a vulnerability I'd never before associated 
with him. Seeing him that way terrified the life out of me- | wasn't used to seeing Rafe in this light, and | had 
to wonder if it had been there all along or whether it had just recently been brought out. 


The bottom line was, it scared me. A lot. 


| think Rafe pulled away first- | honestly couldn't tell through the emotional haze in my mind- but when | saw 
those eyes staring back at me, | had to jerk away even further. 


"l- I'm sorry," | stammered, cursing my voice for being so inadequate and failing me now. 


"Dan..we have to talk about this," Rafe said lowly, voice quavering with emotion and nerves that | knew far too 


well. 


"But..| don't know how to. Rafe, this is just..tm a bloody idiot, | know | am. | love you. | love you so much. But 
there's this- this thing | have to get over." 


Rafe's eyes filled with surprised hurt as he began to speak, his voice taking on a tense edge as he asked, "Get 
over? Do you still have feelings for Jake?" 


"Oh, no, sweetheart, no! Its not about that- | promise it isn't. It's..well, it's me," | insisted, reaching a hand 
halfway out towards Rafe before retracting it again quickly upon realising what | was doing. 


Perhaps it would be easier if | didn't touch him again right now. 


"Dan, | just don't understand what's been happening here. | want you to talk to me! Don't push me away, Dar- | 


love youl" 

Thankfully Peter chose that moment to interrupt, reappearing in the living-room as suddenly as he disappeared 
and showing no indication of having heard the few stilted sentences Rafe and | exchanged. He didn't even so 
much as bat an eyelid at the fact that I'd somehow made my way across the living-room and had closed the 


previously massive physical distance between Rafe and myself in the minutes he'd spent in the bathroom. 


The room was silent again until Rafe stood up, self-consciously smoothing out his clothes as he looked over at 


Peter. 


"Hey, uh... | think | ought to get going," Rafe muttered quietly, and | turned to give him a surprised glance as he 


turned to look at me, "I guess you and Pete have some catching up to do... 
"| guess so. He can stay here for the night. That is, if you want to, Pete?" 
"That's fine by me," Pete smiled back warmly, exchanging a quick unreadable look with Rafe. 


"All settled then. | guess I'll see you tomorrow Peter- give me a call," Rafe said quietly before leaving without 


giving me so much as a second glance. 


Peter barely gave me a chance to breathe before rounding on me and fixing me with a stern glare, a clear 
indicator that he hadn't come all this way for friendly chatter. He meant business and | had no chance of 


getting out of this. 
"Peter..do we have to do this right now?" | asked tiredly. 
"Absolutely. Do you really think I'm going to let you flounce off and ruin all this?" 


| gave him an unwavering stare, "Well, couldn't you then say that | ruined what | had with Jake? That leaving 


him for Rafe was a mistake?" 
"No. That might have been one of the smartest things you've ever done." 


| stared at Peter in disbelief, not really understanding what he was trying to get at. I'd sacrificed an entire 
long-term relationship, had once again run away from someone who loved me and Peter was telling me that it 
was smart. Not just smart but the smartest thing I'd ever done. If | thought | was confused before, then it 
was nothing to what | felt now. So | moved listlessly towards the sofa, sinking down into it heavily and waiting 
for the feeling of Peter's weight shifting towards me. A few minutes later, the sofa cushions dipped and 


Peter's arm wrapped around my shoulder and pulled me towards him gently. 


"Dan, when | saw you with Rafe..l knew it was right. I've never seen you looking so happy before in all the time 
I've known you. | know that recently we haven't really been close in the way that we used to be, but | stil 

know you, mate. And you really love Rafe- more than you ever loved me and more than you loved Jake. When 
you told me about Jake, | knew he was special, but seeing you with Rafe... | knew immediately that he's the one 


for you." 


| know those words should have warmed me but all they did was sting. | didn't understand how, if Rafe really 
was the ore, | could have cut him out in the way that | did. | honestly didn't know what the hell was wrong 
with me. You just don't do that to someone you love, if you do love them, that is. And | do love Rafe- | love 
him more than | ever thought possible and yet here | am, slowly driving daggers into his heart with every 


minute | insisted on spending away from him. 


Seeing him just now..it opened a floodgate of emotions that | didn't really want to have to face. Of course, 
there was the love. But then there was the guilt, the self-doubt, the fear that he no longer felt the same 
way.. Thankfully, as soon as | saw him | knew that the latter was a gratuitous dread that | shouldn't even have 
considered, but the other two.. There was so much to be guilty for. There was everything I'd done to Jake- I'd 
lied to him, cheated on him, led him on and left him. | didn't deserve to receive love after everything I'd done 


to someone who loved me so wholly, the way that Jake did. 


As | sat there, | became intensely aware of Peter's eyes focused intently on me, and | lifted my gaze from the 
floor and glanced over at him. He merely gave me a warm smile and gave me a tight squeeze around my 


shoulders. 


| know what you're doing, Dan," he said quietly, giving me a knowing look that was completely lost on me. 


"What do you mean?" | frowned, dropping my gaze to my lap and concentrating on my hands that lay twisted 


together in a nervous gesture. 


"You're beating yourself up over this, | know that. But | know what you're doing, and you're wrong. You have it 


all wrong," Peter sighed. 
Exasperated, | glanced over at him, my brow still deeply furrowed in a frown. | wet my lips, staring into Peter's 
eyes and waiting for him to elaborate. He may have known what | was doing- whatever he thought it was- but 


| still had no idea what he was doing. None at all. 


Or perhaps | just didn't want to admit it. 


Chapter Fifty Three 
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Peter paused visibly as we stared at each other, before he gave a sigh and started to talk 


| know why you're doing all this, Dan- | think | understand. But it isn't the right way to handle things at all and 


you know it" 


Of course | knew it- why else would | have been sat in my lonely flat for the longest time ever, consumed by 
a guilt and regret so great that it stung? But | just sat quietly as Pete stroked my arm, leaned over and 
placed a gentle, friendly kiss on my cheek. 


"Y'know, when you left England- and consequently, me- | was so, so angry and upset. | couldn't believe that 
you'd done that to me- actually just /eft me like that. And when | saw you in London with Rafe and you told 
me that you'd left Jake too.. You're usually so in control of yourself, Dan, so conscious of what it is you're 
doing, but you keep running away whenever you think that you're going to hurt someone or too many emotions 
get in the way. You have this terrible habit of letting your emotions get to you, and | know you think that 
you're saving Rafe from a bigger hurt later, but it's too late for all that. He really does love you Dan, and | 
know you love him, so what you're doing now... fhis is hurting him, more than anything else could. You two are 


not meant to be apart." 


"-Since when did you become so perceptive?" is all that | managed to mutter as Pete chuckled lightly and gave 


me another subtle squeeze. 
"| always have been, and | know you, so it helps." 


Deep down, | knew that what Peter was saying was right. | know that running away doesn't seem like something 
| would do. -Of course, the fact that | seem to keep doing it rather negates that assumption, but it doesn't fit 
with my personality and characteristics. Running away is such a ‘Rafe thing to do. | even went as far as to 


assume that he would run away from all this, but the stupid bugger keeps proving me wrong. 


It didn't help that he'd come over here tonight. I'm a wreck- he shouldn't have put me through that when I'm 
feeling this..vulnerable. | knew that it wasn't easy for him either, but he seemed so much more certain of 
himself than | did. He knew that all he wanted was to be with me again, for us to be together. And what do | 


want? 


Well, the most pressing insistence in my mind was that | want Rafe. | love Rafe. It seemed simple, obvious then 


that all | had to do was stop acting like a prat and just go back to him, apologise for my idiocy and that we'd 
be alright. There was no doubt in my mind that he'd take me back- that much was certain. But of course, 
nothing is simple when it comes to this absurd triangle we seem to have found ourselves in. There was Jake to 
think about. | knew that our past relationship was obliterated, but | wanted a new sort of relationship for us; 
one that was solely friendship and care, with none of this complicated love stuff thrown into the mix. We 
weren't right in that way, definitely not meant to be. If we had been right for each other, none of this would 
have happened in the first place. Or at least that's what | thought. On top of all that, | have to think about 
myself. After all, is it really right for me to go back to Rafe when | have this awful habit of ruining the 
relationships that matter? My compulsive need to run away from any emotional upheavals just won't ever 


result in a good thing. 
"Thanks Pete," | managed to whisper, lifting my eyes and giving him a weak smile. 


"Now, come on, you can do better than that," Peter chided, giving me a serious look. 
"What?" 


"I want you to talk to me, Dan. If you don't, you know you're not going to settle this properly. You've got that 
‘look'- you have stuff on your mind. So, tell me what stuff” 


"-| love Rafe," was the first thing that slipped out of my lips and Peter just sat and gave me a bemused 


smirk. 


"No fucking way," he drawled, rolling his eyes dramatically, "As if | couldn't figure that out, seeing as you've 
told me that before, and you left Jake for him, and you've been pining after him and fretting about him these 


past few weeks." 


| sighed, crossing my arms over my chest defensively and glaring at Peter. He wasn't exactly making it easier 


to talk when he was throwing sarcastic remarks my way. 


Peter sighed and gave me an apologetic glance, "I'm sorry. | didn't mean it that way. | just..l want you to really 


talk to me, Dan. Like old times, remember? | was your diary- you could tell me anything and everything.’ 
So, biting back my fears, | did. 


| just sat there and out it all poured It was like the dam had been broken, and | was left to let the water rush 
forth. It seemed like hours as we sat there and | just spoke, my voice recounting everything that my mind had 


kept locked away for only me to know. 


| hated myself for what I'd done to Jake. | could barely shut my eyes without seeing his face, that face he 
wore when he saw Rafe and | at the airport together. It was the ghostly image that haunted me wherever | 
went and interrupted my dreams and sleep. Thus, my lack of the latter. However, when it came down to it, it 


wasn't that I'd left Jake that bothered me. It was the fact that I'd cheated on him; I'd been duplicitous and 


heartless in my actions. And Jake was meant to be someone | cared about. 


I'd been overcome by the piercing fear of what would happen to Rafe. What would happen to Rafe if | go back 
to him? What would happen to Rafe if | really did end this? What would happen to Rafe if | ran away from him 
too? All the ‘what ifs' circled around my guilty conscience and | could never really find the answer to any of 


them. 


Leaving Jake had been awful and | felt guilty as sin about it. But Rafe.. Rafe was different and what | had with 
Rafe was different. | knew that | would never be able to forgive myself if | hurt Rafe as much as | hurt Jake. 
| cared about Jake, yes, but | loved Rafe with every fibre of my being, melodramatic as that may have 
sounded. Rafe and | were soul-mates, in every sense of the word. We were intrinsically linked to each other in 
an indescribable way that we might as well have been one. Creatively, we've always been on the same page as 
each other, thus the countless songs we've created together. We've rarely had any difficulty with song- 
writing. This entire time apart from him, | kept finding myself with short snatches of riffs and melodies 
floating around in my brain, nagging me until | tried them out and wrote them down and as soon as I'd done so, 
I'd find my fingers itching to call Rafe, to show him what I'd made. | knew that he would have the words for 
them, the words that would fill and flow between the spaces of the music and complete it, turn them into 
songs. Since we started this relationship, it's been evident that we can't stay away from each other. No 
matter what the fight or how bad, we just keep going back with a magnetic force that cannot be stopped. | 
know if | let myself, I'll find myself back at his side, in his arms, in his bed, but | had to stop myself. Because 
if | ruined it, that was the end. It would be irreversible and unfixable and | couldn't afford to let that happen 
Not to us. 


By the time I'd finished unloading my heart to Pete, | was exhausted and he was smiling back at me with that 


small, almost brotherly, knowing smile. 

"Dan.. You have to give yourself more credit than you do. | know you're not going screw this up- well, not 
anymore than you already have. Trust me on this one. You and Rafe..it's going to be okay. Well, it won't if you 
don't get off your arse and do something about it now, but it wil be okay. | promise," he said firmly, giving me 
a nod and a smile that made my heart melt. 

"Pete.. Thank you. | know its stupid, but thank you so much. Y'know, I'm just so..tired. I'm tired of having to 
worry about this. | want everything to fall into place and to just work but | know that's bloody stupid and 


unrealistic and just..won't happen" 


"Well, it won't just happen unless you help it along a bit. And you already know everything that you have to 
do- you just have to pull together the guts to do it" 


| nodded silently, staring down at my clasped hands and frowning at the calloused fingertips | saw there. 
"Now, come on May be we should get some sleep. Tomorrow's a new day, right?" 


I've always hated clichés. But | suppose there's got to be something to them for them to have become such 


commonly used phrases. 


So with a nod and a smile, | let Pete steer me into my bedroom where | stripped down to my boxers with Pete 


following suit, before climbing in under the covers and comfortably shuffling towards Pete and letting my eyes 


flutter shut. 


It had been so long since I'd woken up with the heat of another's body next to mine; words couldn't even begin 
to explain how much I'd missed it. Of course, | could tell immediately that it wasn’t who | wished it was; it 


wasn't Rafe. I'd always be able to tell if it was Rafe. 


Peter's face popped into view a moment later, hair groomed and bed-head free, indicating he'd been awake for 
a while and had gotten dressed. 


"Right, you have to get your arse out of bed. We have somewhere to be," Pete said firmly, reaching a hand 
out and yanking the covers off my body. 


I'd barely any time to think or protest as Peter all but carried me out of bed and tossed me into the 
bathroom. | honestly had no idea what he had up his sleeve and with a sigh showered and dressed and found 
Peter grinning widely with breakfast and tea all made. 


"Pete, what-" | started, only to have him shake his head and hand me a plate of eggs. 


"Nope, no conversation. Today you're just going to listen to me and do exactly as | say. -And don't give me that 
look," he smirked, lifting his mug of tea up to his lips. 


Half an hour later and I'd been all but bundled into a cab, with Peter refusing to say a word as the vehicle 
pulled away from my building and made its way down the street. A few minutes passed and then it struck me. 


"Petel How the fuck did you get his address?" | hissed, turning to glare at my smug companion. 

"Wheedled it out of Rafe," he said simply. 

‘lm getting out of the cab. Pete, you can't do this! | don't think | can talk to him right now!" | protested. 
"Look, Dan, you have to talk to him. You two have so much that you need to go over; a talk is exactly what 
you need. | know that really, its none of my business, just swooping in here and forcing you to face him like 
this but you know that I'm right. You may not want to admit it, but you know it 

And once again, bloody Peter was right. | hated that he was so right about everything and it irritated me to 


no end that he could shove me around like this. | needed it and deserved it, but | didn't want to do this. Not at 


all. 


The cab pulled up in front of the building and Peter paid the driver, latching onto my arm and hauling me out 


of the cab. He stood behind me as | pressed the buzzer and we stood there waiting for a response. 


Chapter Fifty Four 


Author's Notes: 
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May be he wasn't in. Or at least | hoped he wasn't in. May be he knew it was me and he wasn't going to let me 
in. It was all | could do but hope as Peter and | stood on the doorstep, waiting for a reply or to be buzzed in 
Peter impatiently pressed the door-bell again and rolled his eyes, tapping his foot against the concrete 
pavement as we waited. -We hadn't been waiting that long, but long enough to know that if Jake was home, he 
didn't want to let us in. 


Peter's eyes all but lit up when some flustered young lady trying to juggle pushing a pram and holding a 
bouncing toddler in one arm appeared, opening the door and unsteadily stepping out onto the pavement. Peter, 
gallant as ever, graciously held the door open with a perfectly charming smile and waved her off before 


grabbing me by the elbow and yanking me inside the building. 


"Pete, do we really have to do this right now? | honestly don't think it's a good idea." | trailed off, looking up to 


meet Peter's exasperated gaze. 


"Dan, just shut up and follow me. We're not having this discussion again, you know I'm right and you know you 
need to talk things out with Jake. Get some closure. And then, you and Rafe are going to be fine and you will 


thank me," he said firmly, with a decisive tone that left no room for argument. 


-Especially not when he all but dragged me into the lift and we travelled upwards in silence until we reached 
the fourth floor. Once again Peter grabbed my wrist and steered me out into the corridor, looking at me 


expectantly. 
"Well? Where's his flat?" Peter asked, waiting expectantly for me to lead us in the right direction 
"| don't want to do this," | replied flatly. 


‘lm sorry to say, Dan, but that doesn't matter right now. Sorry if | sound harsh, but you have to do this. | 


am not going to watch you sit around on your arse and let everything crumble around you." 


Well, there was no arguing with that and so | sighed resignedly and turned, leading us both to Jake's flat. It 
took me a few minutes before | managed to bring myself to knock on the door but | did so eventually, with 
Pete standing behind me, a comforting presence. | could hear footsteps approaching the door, listening as they 
halted and paused. When | glanced downwards | saw the two striped shadows darkening the crack beneath the 
door, signalling to us that Jake was standing less than a foot away with only a walnut door between us. 


"What are you doing here, Dan?" Jake finally asked, his voice sending an unsettling shiver down my spine. 
It had been so long since I'd last heard that voice. 
"We need to talk, Jake. Please..open the door and let me in?" 


Pete reached out to place his hand on my shoulder, letting me know that he was still there. Pete was always 


there. He always had been, even in our years apart from each other, even after I'd left him, he was still there. 


Jake didn't respond immediately. Instead he left us standing outside in stagnant silence for a minute that felt 
like an hour before we heard the click of him unlocking the door and turning the door-handle. The door slowly 
opened and | found myself faced by Jake, looking tired and unfamiliar, and not at all how | remembered him 


being. 


"Hello Dan," he said simply, his crystal-blue eyes meeting mine with a look that didn't even attempt to hide the 
raw feelings of pain that lay in them. 


"Jake..." 


That was all | could bring myself to say at that moment. | didn't know what to say, how to greet him, how to 
start the beginning of the end of this ruined relationship we had. All | could do was whisper his name and stand 
there on his doorstep like a muppet. 


"So, you're Jake? Hey, I'm Peter." 


Good old Pete. He'd stepped forward and extended his hand to Jake, shaking it firmly and giving him a friendly 


smile whilst | observed Jake returning the smile. 


"I just wanted to drop you off, Dan. | should probably go, leave you both to it," Pete said, turning to me and 


fixing me with an almost apologetic look. 
Bloody Pete, stranding me here like this. 


"It was nice to meet you Jake; sorry to have to be rude and rush off like this. May be next time, eh?" Pete 
smiled kindly, giving Jake a nod before turning to look at me, "I'll catch a cab and head back to Rafe's. Give me 


a call there, yeah?" 


| nodded and, seeming satisfied that | wasn't going to try to run away, Peter turned and left, leaving Jake and | 
alone and awkward. He finally stepped aside so that | could slip past him and into his living-room. | could barely 
count the number of times that I'd been in here, standing around as Jake took my jacket and we moved 
towards the couch, to kiss or watch TV, or just to talk. It seemed wrong that | was standing here as 
awkwardly as | was, with Jake shuffling uncomfortably next to me and not seeming to know what to do. Not 


that | could blame him, really. We both were feeling horribly uncomfortable and with good reason for it. If | 


had it my way, | probably wouldn't have come- | would have hid and run and avoided this meeting at all costs. 
But instead | had to curse bloody Peter, and Rafe for inviting him, and was stuck here in Jake's flat with so 


much to say but not a clue as to how to go about this. 
Apparently Jake did, though. 
"Well? What is it, Dan?" 


"-I'm sorry," | immediately blurted out clumsily, making myself feel like even more of an idiot than | would 


have thought possible. 


"| know you're sorry, Dan. | knew that you were sorry the minute you turned and saw me at the airport that 


day," Jake said slowly, his voice strained with control. 


-| could tell that he wanted nothing more than to shout obscenities at me, but he was holding it back for 


some reason He was trying to be calm, trying to be rational. Trying to let me explain 


"Jake. want to try and..explain. | know that really, there should be no need for explanation -l shouldn't have 
done what | did, and god, am | sorry.. | never, ever wanted to hurt you, Jake," | sighed, running a hand through 
my hair in a frustrated gesture and beginning to pace. 


| know you didn't mean to hurt me Dan but how else did you think | was going to feel? You just don't think, do 


you?" he exclaimed, turning to look at me hard, with flashing eyes. 


"No, | admit | didn't think. And | fucking hate myself for slipping up like that but | was... | was in love with Rafe. 
| am, still in love with Rafe, and | do want to be with him if he'll have me back. | never meant to push you or 


him away, but now I've just.. I've just made everything worse than it was to begin with." 


Jake regards me coolly, his eyes veiled and hiding an emotion that | cannot read. | don't know how to describe 
how it feels, looking into those eyes that once held so much love and kindness and just seeing them staring 
back at me, cold and pained. He isn't the same person that he was before, and | am the one responsible for 


that. 


| know | should feel ashamed for what I've done, but instead l'm just filled to the brim with remorse for my 
actions. l'm not ashamed of myself. I'm disappointed. I'm disappointed that | could have acted so heartlessly 
towards someone who loved me. I'm disappointed that | was too weak to come clean before things got out of 
hand. l'm disappointed that l'm responsible for this mess we're all in. But | know | have a chance to make things 
right- or at least as right as they could be at this point- and so | swallow down the lump in my throat and 
look up at Jake, holding his gaze and beginning to talk more shakily than | would have liked. 


| want to make things right again, Jake. | know that it's a long-shot, but | have to at least try. | know | don't 
really deserve your forgiveness, so l'm not going to ask for it. | just. just want to try and make you 


understand. -| never wanted to hurt you but | knew that if | told you, it inevitably would How could | tell you 


that | didn't love you, when | knew that you loved me so much? | really did care about you Jake, and | still do, 
but Rafe and l.. | really think we might belong together and | have to take that chance. It sounds so bloody 
selfish of me, putting our relationship and the band's future at stake but it just..! had to. | just..when Rafe and 
| are together, it's like.. It's such a cliché, but its almost as if nothing else matters. I've never felt as whole as 


| do when I'm with him," | trailed off, unable to hold back the little smile that tugged at the corner of my lips. 


May be | shouldn't have started talking about Rafe, but I'd been wanting to voice these feelings for so long and 
in these past few weeks | hadn't been given the chance. There had been so many times when | wanted to just 
pick up the phone and tell Rafe how much | needed him in my life, but of course, | never had. And so, somehow 
| was here telling it all to Jake. It seemed so stupid and so wrong, but a switch had been flicked and now there 


was no stopping me. 


"These past few weeks have been utter hell. Without Rafe, and you, and the band.. | feel as though I've just 
stopped living and have been tossed into some absurd, stagnant limbo. A rest-stop between living and dying," | 


frowned, casting my gaze over at Jake who, to my surprise, was nodding. 


"I know what you mean," he said quietly, his eyes fixed thoughtfully on the floor, "That's why | know | can't 
quit the band. It's..there were only two things | truly loved, and I've already lost you, so." he sighed, eyes 


flickering up as he gave me a small, tired smile. 


-God, how | wanted him to just scream and hit at me, instead of flashing that awful, heart-wrenching smile in 


my direction. 


"I know | keep saying this, but | never meant to hurt you. And | wanted to tell you, but | just couldn't," | said 
simply, not really knowing what else to say. Anything I'd previously wanted to say and had stored up in my 
mind had suddenly dissolved, disappeared, gone. 


| know, Dan, | know. -You know, its going to take me a while to trust you again. And I'm..!m still working on 
forgiving you. What really kills me is that you led to me, and | still can't bring myself to hate you. l- | still love 
you, Dan, and | know that you don't feel the same way, but | just can't help it. I've loved you for so long now 


and | just..l don't know how not to love you anymore." 


That was possibly one of the saddest things he'd ever said to me. | hated the fact that he was still bound to 
me in this way, and that neither of us knew how to break that tie cleanly. I'd always care about Jake, even if 
I'd stopped loving him, but he still loved me. Love is such a strong emotion and it has never been simple or 
straightforward, but I've never found myself wishing so much that it could be, even if it was just under these 
circumstances. | could take the complications and hiccups with Rafe and |, because | knew that we were still 
tied together by love. But with Jake..l didn't want him to be tied to me in this way anymore, for both of our 


sakes. 


"Oh Jake." | sighed, frowning and stepping towards him, my arms automatically folding themselves around him 


as he moved forwards. 


He buried his face into my neck and | could feel the moisture of his tears against my bare skin, the sensation 
sending a prickling shudder down my spine as | pulled him tighter against me. It had just been so long, too long, 
since I'd seen him, let alone held him and we just stood there in silence as Jake's silent tears dampened my 

skin, holding each other. It felt like forever passed as we stood there in our embrace, but eventually we moved 


apart, Jake taking the first reluctant step back so that he gazed back at me with dewy eyes. 
‘I'm sorry ‘bout that," he said quietly, dropping his gaze and staring down at his now clasped hands. 


"Hey, no.. There's nothing to be sorry about," | cut in quickly, reaching out a hand to gently take one of his into 


mine. 
His eyes flicked back up to meet mine and he gave me a rueful smile before retracting his hand. 


"So, hey," he started, clearing his throat a little and blinking away the remnants of his tears, "I was thinking, we 
should all get together for a practise really soon. Like tomorrow. -l've been itching to practise and | know that 


Matt and Sam have been too. What do say?" 


"Hell yes! I've come up with quite a few riffs and solos that | want you guys to hear. Shit, I've missed practise," 
| mused, chuckling a little. 


"Yeah, | know- me too. I'll give everyone a call then and we can meet up tomorrow at say, twelve noon?" 
"Sounds perfect, Jake," | smiled, to which he smiled back. 


| knew that it was time to leave- what needed to be said had been said, and now it was time for us to 
separate and permanently leave behind our past relationship to start building on our new one. -And so | smiled 


again, moving forward to give Jake an awkward hug before we whispered our goodbyes and he let me out of 


the flat. 


-So that was that. It was really over. Jake and | were through. It was the only thing | could think of as | 
strolled down the pavement, managing to flag down a cab eventually, and headed back to my place. Even though 
my heart hadn't been with Jake for months, we'd still been together. Now, it really had ended. 


For the first time in weeks, | actually slept. And like a log, at that. | know that things with Jake aren't exactly 
perfect, and l'm not sure if they ever will be, but a part of me finally feels rested now that we've spoken and 
at least attempted to sort things out. Its going to be years until he really trusts me again, | know that, but | 
can accept that and | understand it. | just have to be satisfied with what | have and work from there. | knew 
that | could do that; all | had to do now was face Rafe again properly. | knew that he'd be at our impromptu 
band practise- after all, | knew Rafe and | knew he was dying to get together and practise after abstaining for 


so long- but we needed some time alone if we were going to make it work again. 


Everyone was already there when | strolled in to the studio. Well, everyone other than Rafe, of course. 
Honestly, | was surprised by how normal the atmosphere felt. It was almost as though nothing had happened, 


as if we'd just gotten back from touring and were setting up for a routine practise. Sam was idly picking out 
some bluesy tune on his guitar whilst Jake improvised along with him, nodding his head and tapping his feet 
along to the beat, clouds of blond hair bobbing. Matt was crouched down on the floor, muttering curses under 


his breath and fighting with his jammed high-hat. And Rafe was late. 
All in all, it was perfect. 


Sam glanced over and met my eye when | strolled in with my guitar, moving to my position and plugged in to 
my amp. He gave me a small smile that warmed me through and through and all | could do was grin back. Jake 
just looked up, smiled and nodded in my direction, whilst Matt all but grunted a hello to me. Well, it was good to 
see that, regardless of the train-wrecks in our personal lives, as a band we'd always be strong. So | slid my 
fingers over the strings, cutting in with an improvised blues-inspired solo to accompany the tune that Sam and 
Jake were playing, waiting for Rafe to appear. As we played, no-one mentioning Rafe's appearance, | began to 
worry that perhaps he'd decided not to show up. May be he'd decided that he couldn't do this, that he'd had 
enough. | tried not to worry, but it was difficult as | kept my eyes glued to my fingers and tried to 


concentrate. 


It was just as I'd resigned myself to the fact that, at forty minutes late, Rafe was definitely not going to turn 
up, that the doors flung open and Rafe stumbled into the room in a whirlwind of silky black hair, faded drain- 
pipe jeans and a ratty Aerosmith t-shirt. With Pete in tow. 


‘I'm sorry, I'm sorry! | didn't mean to be so late, it was just a bad start to the morning and then I-" he ceased 
his babbling instantly when | looked up and our eyes met. 


It was a ridiculous moment, like those cheesy, clichéd scenes in movies where the music escalates into one 
overbearingly happy crescendo as the two lovers locks gazes before running into the other's arms, melting into 
a passionate embrace of kisses and caresses and declarations of ‘together forever". 


Our eyes met, locked and everything fell into place. 


There was no silence- Sam, Jake and Matt just kept on playing, with Matt throwing a snide remark about 
Rafe's tardiness in his direction- but it felt like the world had stopped turning and was giving us our moment 
to make amends. It was all in the expression in his eyes, the way he stopped and his gaze softened, tendered as 
he looked lovingly upon me. | wanted nothing more than to toss my guitar aside and run up to kiss him, but 
instead | just smiled the first genuine smile that | had in weeks before glancing back down at my fingers 
skating over my guitar strings. 


We stopped two seconds later and | moved to drag Pete over so that | could introduce everyone whilst Rafe 
took a sip of water and cleared his throat. It was decided that we'd warm up with an old song to just get back 
into the swing of things and to give Pete a bit of a show, and Rafe sauntered over with every ounce of his 
front-man's ease to the microphone. He didn't give me so much as a glance and | would have thought that he 


was ignoring me if it weren't for the fingers he let ghost over my shoulder as he passed. 


Rafe had lyrics. | knew he'd have lyrics- he rarely doesn't. We'd sat down on the floor, sheets of paper with 
Rafe's almost illegible scrawl spidering across them spread out in the middle of our makeshift circle. Rafe 
practically blushed when he let us read them. -| could feel a light tugging at my heart as | read them and 
couldn't feel but a little guilty when | knew that it was because of me that he felt the way he had. But then 
again, if every cloud was meant to have a silver lining, then this was ours as we had some amazing material to 


work with. 


"| just can't find the tune to go with this," Rafe frowned, reaching out and picking up a sheet of paper and 
reading it with a critical furrow of his brow. 


"-Why don't you take a look?" Jake suggested suddenly, glancing over at me with an encouraging smile, watching 


as Rafe reluctantly handed over the lyrics and let me read them through carefully again 


As my eyes scanned the page, soaking in every word of Rafe's emotions, | began to feel my fingers itching and 
| placed the lyrics in front of me, reaching blindly for my guitar. Once it was sat across my lap, everything 
went by in a blur. My fingers sped across the fret-board, guided only by the music that | heard in my mind. | 
don't know where it came from, channelled through me from some unknown force, but it came as easily to me 
as breathing. The notes flowed and weaved together in a harmonious knit that was just..perfect. The riffs I'd 
come up with in my time away from Rafe neatly slotted themselves in, and | could really feel, with every 


ounce of my being, that we had a good thing going there. 
There was a heightened pause when | finished. 
"Holy...fuck.." Sam muttered, eyes wide with glazed awe as he turned to look at me. 


"Dan you..that was..amazing, Rafe breathed, locking his gaze with mine and wondrously taking in my 


countenance. 
"-This is why | could never leave," Jake said quietly, giving me a warm smile of understanding. 


Matt didn't say a word; he just sat, silent and stunned, as he looked up at me with nothing but fascination in 
his eyes. 


"| feel like I'm watching the next Rolling Stones in the making here!" Pete laughed, slicing through the intense 
atmosphere in the room, "Christ, you guys are bloody amazing. When the hell are you coming to London?" 


Everyone chuckled, the mood lightening considerably as we started discussing new material and working 
Together on scraps of music and lyrics, with Pete watching from the sidelines. This was how things were meant 
to be and for a moment | began to really think that things were going to be alright. Everything was going to 
be fixed, | knew it, and all | had to do was wait until | could talk to Rafe. | had no doubt in my mind that we 
were going to be okay, that we would be able to work through all that had happened, for as we sat side-by- 
side, all of us bickering over the sheets of paper scattered in front of us, the tiniest, faintest whisper of a 


touch brushed over my knee and a spark ran down my spine in the way that only Rafe could incite. 


Chapter Fifty Five 
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Rafe's hand touched my waist. 

It was a fleeting brush of fingers but the steady look that had accompanied it left no room for 


misinterpretation. Our eyes met in an exchanged glance that had barely lasted a second but said everything 


that needed to be said in that moment. Namely that we had to talk. And soon. 

| was still reeling from his feather-light touch when Sam pertly announced that we'd been at it for two hours 
and that no-one had eaten anything yet. | couldn't tell if this was for my benefit or because he actually was 
hungry, but in all honesty | couldn't have cared less, as long as Rafe and | could have a moment alone. 
However, the innocuous glance that Sam cast in my direction as he insisted that they had to go for Indian told 


me all that | needed to know. 


"Guys, you know | hate Indian food," Rafe all but whined as he rested his chin on his microphone and gazed 


plaintively at the others. 


"l'm really in the mood for some curry now," Sam hurriedly cut in, not usually one to take such a definitive 


stance. 

"But |-" 

“Actually, Indian wouldn't be so bad right now," Peter mused, 'I love Indian food..." 

"You know I'll eat whatever," Jake shrugged whilst Matt looked contemplative. 

"Yeah, we'll go for Indian," Matt finally said in a tone that you would not have wanted to argue with. 

Five pairs of eyes immediately turned to look at me and | stood, rooted to the spot as | clamoured to decide. 


"Errr, well | guess-" | started before being promptly cut off by Sam chirruping brightly that they were all off 


to Indian and that they'd see us in an hour or so. 


I'd barely blinked before they were rushing out through the doors, leaving Rafe and | to stand alone together 
in the middle of the studio. We just looked at each other, eyes meeting as we gazed mutely at one another for 
what seemed like years before | finally opened my mouth to speak. 


"-What?" 
"No. Just..no." 


Confused, | frowned and took a step towards him, reaching out a hand to him in a tentative, scared gesture. | 


didn't touch him. 
"Rafe, | don't understand." 


"| don't want you to say anything right now. | just. just." he sighed, biting his lip a little before suddenly taking 
the two steps between us and wrapping his arms around me firmly and tugging me towards him. 


With our bodies flush against each other and Rafe's strong arms encasing me, | melted against him and let my 
head rest against his chest, eyes fluttering closed instinctively and just breathing him in. He was exactly as I'd 
remembered him and the familiarity of his scent and the feeling of being held by him washed over me in 
strong waves of relief. It really seemed as though things were going to be okay again | could hear him 
breathing as he buried his face in my hair, his lips accidentally brushing my ear in the slightest of touches 


that sent a warm shiver down my spine. 


We stood there in silence as the minutes ticked by, just reacquainting ourselves with the feel of each other 
and everything else that we'd yearned for in our time apart from one another. | wanted so badly to pull back 
and kiss him, but when | was sealed against his body in that way..l just couldn't bring myself to move apart 
from him, especially after so long together and so long apart. 


"Fuck, I've missed you.." | heard him whisper, so softly that it was barely there. 


That was when | finally lost it, letting the few tears of regret escape from the corners of my eyes at the 


simplicity of his remark. 


"Me too, love. I've really, really missed you.." | murmured, reluctantly pulling back to look up into those 


chocolate eyes that | missed so much before. 


With a smile and a slow nod, Rafe reached a hand to my face and lovingly wiped the dampness from my eyes 
with a smooth, sweeping motion of his thumb. His skin was heavenly against mine, and | could feel the prickling 
of goose bumps beginning to ghost over my body as he pulled me back into his embrace. With my tears 

dampening his t-shirt | stood, needing to tell him how sorry | was, how wrong I'd been in my actions and most 


importantly, how I'd never be able to bring myself to be apart from him again. 


Rafe turned his face, burying his face into my hair once again and breathing me in before he began to whisper 


in his rich baritone that left me breathless with want. 


"| understand, Dan. l- | understand why you did what you did. Ever since | came to your flat with Pete the 
other day | just haven't been able to stop thinking about why, and now | think that | really do understand. -l 
don't want you to say anything. | only need to know one thing," he whispered into my ear, holding me flush 


against him. 
| could feel his heartbeat racing. 
"Do you promise never to leave me like this again?" 


His voice was quiet and echoed around my mind like an incessant whisper of his doubt, his fear. There was only 


one answer to that. 


"| promise- never again," | managed to choke out, swallowing down the lump in my throat as | squeezed Rafe's 


lithe form tighter. 
"Then everything is okay," he murmured, and | could hear the smile in his voice, 


| didn't even have time to smile back for before | knew it, his lips had descended upon mine in the sweetest, 
most needy of kisses as his tongue pushed past my lips and into the cavern of my mouth. He felt exactly the 
same, tasted exactly the same, and | kissed him back hungrily. There were no fireworks or crescendo of music 
in the background, just relief and love as we finally were together after what had felt like a lifetime apart. And 
now that we were back, starting this new chapter of our relationship, the outlook for the future looked certain 


and the brightest it had ever been 


Rafe's eyes danced when we pulled back to look at each other, flushed and happy in our reignited flame. But 
that had never been lost. Even in our time apart we'd maintained that connection which ran through us deeper 


than anything else. 
"So..are we okay now?" Rafe asked, suddenly hesitant in his actions as | smiled and nodded back. 
"Sweetheart, of course we are. And I'm sorry for what | did." 


Rafe just smiled down at me gently as his hand automatically twined our fingers together. He didn't need to 
say anything for me to know that | was forgiven and that he still felt as strongly for me as he had before 
this whole mess. So | reached up to kiss him once more, indulging myself upon the lips I'd so sorely missed 
before we found ourselves perched on a tattered sofa against the wall, just talking and holding each other. 
That was how the others found us when the hour was up, idly whispering between ourselves in hushed tones 


with our fingers still weaved together. 


'So..is everything alright with you two now?" Peter asked cautiously, eyeing us both with suspicion though | 


would have thought our intimate whispers and comfortable positioning would have answered that question 


‘Of course," Rafe beamed, glancing over at me with eyes dancing with unsuppressed happiness before turning 


to regard our four friends in front of us. 


As soon as he noticed Jake, hovering back with a sad little smile on his face, then Rafe released his hold on 
me, flashing me a quick, apologetic look at me before standing up and moving back over to the mic stand. He 


motioned over to me and | stood, getting to my feet and carefully pulling my guitar strap over my head. 


"Well, don't just stand there- let's get going again," Rafe grinned brightly, and finally everyone moved once 


again, taking their places as Peter sat himself down on a chair to listen 


It had definitely been one of our most productive sessions ever. It seemed that we'd all missed each other and 
more than we would have thought. We'd all missed making music together, we'd missed bickering, we'd missed 
hanging out. After all these years, it just wasn't normal for us to be away from each other for as long as we 
had and it definitely wasn't right for us to have been away from our music for so long either. At Sam's 
insistence we agreed to meet up at our usual place at nine o'clock later that day. Once everyone had agreed, 
we started packing up our stuff and | sidled over to Rafe. 


"So, um..! can come over to your place a little earlier if you like and we can just..yeah.." | murmured, hopefully 
looking up at Rafe who just smiled and shook his head. 


"Nah, it's okay. And I've got Peter staying over, remember?" he smiled, reaching out and stroking a thumb 


over my cheekbone. 


| couldn't hold back the sigh the slipped past my lips, subconsciously leaning into the touch that I'd missed so 
much. | didn't care about the silent observers in the room with us at that moment for my focus was on Rafe. 
My eyes roamed freely over his sharp features, firmly re-etching them into my memory as | studied his 
face for a moment. Finally | moved away, ignoring the way that my skin stung in regretful protest at the loss 
of contact between us. 


"lIl see you later than, yeah?" | murmured, eyes still locked on Rafe's. 


"Of course. Later," he smiled beautifully before turning back to look at the others and ushered us all out of 
the building so that everyone could make their separate ways. Rafe and Peter hopped into a cab together and | 


soon caught a taxi and was on my way back home. 


Time seemed to slow down, merely to prolong the torturous wait until the evening that | had to endure before 
being able to see Rafe again It was painful, finally reconciling after weeks apart only to have to wait hours 
until | could see him again. All | could do was look on the bright side of things- at least it was only a few 
hours that | had to tolerate and not another wasted month. | tried to kill time as best as | could but there 
were only so many pieces of furniture and ornaments that | could rearrange and if | continued to twang at my 


guitar as absentmindly as | had been, | was pretty sure the strings would snap. 


-| even arrived early at the club. 


Of course, | ended up looking like a right idiot, milling outside for a whole half hour on my own and desperately 
hoping that one of the others would arrive early. However, both Sam and Jake turned up at nine on the dot 
and Matt arrived ten minutes later with, to my surprise and great chagrin, Cindy hanging off his arm like a 


misplaced Christmas ornament on a tree in July. | had no idea how she'd managed to stick around for so lorg.. 


By half past nine Sam decided that we'd better head inside, despite the fact that Rafe and Peter had yet to 
show up. After having waited for an hour without so much as a message from Rafe, | was beginning to worry. 
Doubt had spread its lofty fingers which were slowly threading themselves through my chest and around my 


heart with a vice-grip. 
"Shouldn't we just stay out here, just in case?" | protested, 


"Nah- they're late. If they can't make it then I'm sure Rafe would have called to let someone know. Now c'mon, 


let's get inside," Sam said in a matter of fact tone as he conducted us into the thumping music of the club. 


No sooner had fifteen minutes passed and Sam was chatting up some girl at the bar whilst Matt and Cindy 
disappeared off to some remote, secluded corner somewhere in the teeming club. Jake and | just sat at a table, 
quietly sipping at our drinks as | kept my eyes peeled for Rafe and Peter. | tried not to ignore Jake but | was 
so horribly preoccupied and there was still the slight awkwardness between us. We settled for idly chatting 
about the practise session earlier today and agreed to get together and patch up the bass-line for a 
particular song that was still a bit roughshod. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, | felt a hand placed gently 


on my shoulder and turned to see dark eyes staring down at me. 
"You came," | murmured and was greeted by a smile. 


"Of course. We're sorry we're late; we mistimed it and the traffic was shitty," Rafe answered with a shrug 
before smoothly sitting down in the empty stool next to me. 


It was more awkward than | would have liked it to have been Not that | wanted it to be awkward in the 
slightest, but it was inevitable. | just hadn't anticipated how inevitable. Even with the steady flow of drinks, 
Rafe and | had sat side by side as stiffly as two young teenagers on a first date, under what seemed like the 
ever-watchful eye of Jake. Jake hadn't meant anything by it, didn't mean to make the whole process as 
strange as it had been, but it seemed wrong to do anything with him present anyway. 


After about an hour, Jake and Pete finally got up to top up all our drinks, leaving Rafe and | with the moment 
we needed. | turned to Rafe immediately. 


"Do you want to go somewhere?" | asked, desperately hoping that he'd say yes. 


"Babe, | want to kiss you so badly right now," he murmured, dark eyes locked on mine as he slowly reached out 


his hand to brush over my cheek, "But we're with Jake, and | have to bring Pete back with me tonight. He is 


staying with me after all and | did get him to come all this way.. He's only got another few days here, then 
after that | guess.." he trailed off, his gaze never faltering. 


| reached up to wrap Rafe's hand in mine as | whispered, "Please Rafe..." 


Before he could answer, Pete had sat himself down in front of us and had placed our drinks down in front of 


us. 


"So, what's wrong with you two? | figured you'd both be all over each other after so long," he commented, 


giving me a knowing look. 

"It's kinda difficult right now," | sighed and he nodded in understanding. 

"Well, y'know, I'll be absolutely fine tonight. If you give me a key back to your place, Rafe and get one of the 
boys to direct me back, I'll be alright. It's unfair to expect the two of you to want to hang around and baby- 
sit me when you should be having some time alone right now." 

| could have kissed Pete. 


"Where's Jake?" Rafe suddenly cut in, brow crumpling with a frown. 


"Oh, he bumped into Sam at the bar and is talking to him and some girl that's hanging off Sam's arm. | think 
Matt and Cindy were there too," Pete replied, "Should we join ‘em?" 


We picked up our drinks and headed over to the bar where everyone else seemed to have congregated. As we 


approached, Rafe discreetly slid his hand into my back pocket in an intimate gesture that made my heart race. 
We had meant to try to put on appearances and stay a while but lasted no longer than ten minutes joking and 
laughing with the guys when all we wanted to do was be alone. Finally, Rafe turned his attentions to Pete, fixing 
him with a hopeful look as he started to speak. 


"Pete, man.. D'you think you'd be okay tonight if you're on your own? I'll give you a set of keys and will call in 


the morning." 
"Of course mate. I'll be absolutely fine," Pete grinned, "And I'm sure the boys will look after me til then" 


"Yeah, of course we will. We'll send him home safely, don't you worry," Sam grinned brightly, his words slurred 
just a tad as he sat with his arm slung over the shoulders of a petite red-head. 


"Oh, and I'll give you a call later tomorrow about those bass-lines you wanted to go over," Jake said, looking up 
to give both Rafe and | a genuine smile that made me believe that perhaps things would slowly get better. 


Everything moved in a blur as we hailed a cab and piled in, the only contact between us in the hands we held 


clasped together on my knee. We didn't speak, just sat in silence, desperately holding each other's hands and 
anxiously waiting until we pulled up to the familiar exterior of my apartment building. Rafe handed the cabbie 
some cash, not bothering to wait for the change before he grasped my hand and carefully pulled me out to 


join him on the pavement. A silent look was exchanged before | took out my keys and let us in 


The elevator ride up was delightfully short and in a few steps we were standing outside my flat door, the keys 
shaking in my hand as | unlocked the door and we stepped inside. No sooner had the door been closed behind us 
then | was pushed against the wall, Rafe's lips covering mine hungrily. | shivered in his embrace, the 
overwhelming feeling of his tongue roaming my mouth as we frantically kissed proving to be too much for me 
in that moment. His firm body against mine felt like the piece of me that had been missing and when | finally 
reached my arms around his neck to try and pull him even closer, the kiss softened, melting into a languorous 


movement of lips that savoured the moment and the naturally sweet flavours of us on our Tongues. 


Clothes were unravelled and brushed aside, leaving us bare to each other and slowly melding into one. Rafe's 
gaze was like a physical touch as he lay me down on the bed with such reverence that it was almost sacrilege. 
His hands ghosted over me with touches that were barely there as he rediscovered the body that he had 
been parted from for far too long. Rafe took his time, lavishing every inch of my flushed skin with loving 
attention that was too torturously slow for my liking. | needed to feel him. 


Just as | had gathered the breath to speak, Rafe leaned over to brush his lips over mine, before he moved 
back just enough to speak against my lips. 


| want you inside me," he whispered in a voice that would have been lost to the night had | not felt those 
words against my lips as he spoke them. 


I'd desperately missed the familiar feeling of him fitting into my body but | nodded, granting him his request 
and as | pushed my mouth up to meet his in a kiss. | prepared him with slow, measured movements and an 
overflowing tenderness, watching as he arched and gasped against the blissful intrusion of my fingers. | never 
took my eyes off his face as | slicked and readied myself before | gently guided him into my lap and watched 
as the slow rocking of my hips painted his cheeks with a flush. He was beautiful, more so than usual, when he 
was lost to this and the world surrounding us had faded away. 


‘| love you," he breathed, the gentle tendrils of his exhaled breath tickling my ear as he buried his face into 


my neck. 


| love you too sweetheart, you know | do. And I'm never, ever going to fuck it up like this again, | promise," | 


murmured firmly, holding him tighter against me as the rocking of my hips drove deeper and deeper. 
Rafe pulled back a little and locked his almost impossibly dark eyes with mine, his hips undulating against me 
and sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. That look we shared was deeply powerful, the sheer 


blackness of his irises turning those deep orbs to coal. I'd never known how beautiful coal could be. 


Even as slowly as we moved, it was all over too soon with Rafe's head falling backwards and his eyes glazing 


over with only the greatest pleasure as he finally came, my hand moving smoothly over his erection As he 
finally spilled himself onto my stomach, | gripped his shoulders tightly and pressed our bodies even closer, 
unable to stop myself from biting his shoulder fiercely as | shook with the power of my own orgasm. Still 
joined, we carefully lay down on the mattress, hands idly stroking through each other's damp hair, lying in 
post-coital bliss as we tried to regain enough breath to function properly again. A few minutes passed before 


the stickiness between us grew too much for me and | carefully pulled out of him with a remorseful sigh. 
"We're absolutely filthy," | chuckled, glancing down at our slick bodies and wrinkling my nose up in mild disgust. 


"We are, aren't we? Well, | need you again babe. And soon," he purred, nuzzling his face into my neck and 


guiding my hand to his cock. 


"Nasty little bugger, aren't you?" | chuckled, giving him a good firm stroke before moving away to rid myself 
of the used condom before returning to his side. 


‘lam, and that's why you love me," he grinned, gently nipping at the soft skin at my neck. 
"| do. I've missed you, love." 
"I know, baby, | know. But we have the whole of tonight to try and make up for lost time." 


We fell together then with frantic kisses that seemed entirely different from the tender moment just a few 
minutes ago. Everything was a blur until | felt the excitingly familiar feeling of Rafe's fingers stretching me, 
moving within me and teasingly brushing that sweet bundle of nerves hidden within me. As his practised 

movements sent electric sparks burning down my spine, his tongue worked its way across my jaw, licking at 


my sweaty face and moving down to travel over my neck and collarbone. 


"| really need to get inside you, baby. I've missed it so much- I've missed you so much. | want to see your 
face again as you come undone," he whispered, his teeth tugging cruelly at my fleshy earlobes and eliciting a 
decadent moan from deep within in my throat. 


Before | even had time to respond, he'd moved away and then was back, pressing into my insistently, the 
familiar initial burn of being filled warming my body and streaking my cheeks in a rosy tint. It was though | 
could feel every inch of him, buried deep within me in where he was meant to be. He's perfect at this, after 
all the hours of practise together, he is perfect. Rafe knows how to get me right there, which angle drives me 
crazy, what pace makes me fall apart at the seams. He knows when to go slow, to draw out our love-making 
until the hours unfold beneath us and wait to catch us once we're warm and sated. He knows when | need 
desperation and fierce, hungry kisses, to fuck as though we're never going to have the chance to do so again 


He always knows what | need. 


Rafe drove forward, hard. The sting that his movements caused went ebbing through my body in slow, 
unwavering tendrils that crept all the way from my toes to the throbbing of pleasure behind my tightly closed 
eyelids. | could feel him biting at my lip, gently despite the other harsher motions of his body as he continued 


to pump into me with a rhythm that drove me wild. The heated grunts that escaped his lips as he pounded 
forth showed nothing of the almost feral need that seemed to be spurring him on. Our bodies moved together 
instinctively, knowing exactly what to do to grant us the higher pleasure we both sought. 


| raised my hands above my head, seeking out the headboard and instead finding one of Rafe's hands wrapping 


itself around my wrists as he leaned down to kiss me. 
"You're fucking amazing," he panted, bruising my lips with a hard kiss and a nip to the lower lip. 
"Just- oh god.. Just don't stop," | moaned, opening my eyes and meeting his coal-black orbs. 


He nodded in understanding, biting down on his own lips as he lifted my hands up and placed them in reach of 
the headboard, watching as | gripped the solid wood there firmly before his hands went back to the mattress 
and he picked up the pace, pounding so hard that the bed began to rock 


| could feel my eyelids beginning to flutter as my orgasm surprised me, rapidly creeping up and threatening to 
take me over. As | opened my mouth to warn Rafe, | found his hand on my cock, tightly encircling the base in 
an excruciating grip that paused my orgasm and kept those unbearable sensations bubbling just below the 


surface. 


"Rafe" | cried helplessly, both desperately needing him to release me and surrender me to my orgasm, whilst 
thanking him for prolonging this moment. 


He continued to plunge rapidly, the slight creaking of the bed and the sound of flesh on flesh acting as the 
backing music to our vocal expressions of our love and wanton ecstasy. As | began to babble pleading words to 
him, begging for harder, more, and to just let me come, Rafe gasped and froze, buried deep within me as his 


eyes grew wide with what could only be described as terrified alarm. 


"Fuck, Dan," he rasped, voice hoarse from the gritty moans and restrained cries that had previously escaped, 
tim not..the condom." 


With a heaving chest, it dawned upon me. The heightened sensations of Rafe within me weren't solely down to 


the emotional onslaught of our recent reunion, but subversively aided by the bare friction of him within me. 
"| don't care," | found myself muttering, "Please don't stop, Rafe, please. Please Rafe.." 


He was still panting, forehead beaded with pearls of sweat as he paused, seeming almost ready to pull out 
before he leaned down to surprise me with a smouldering kiss and immediately dove into the heady rhythm 


he'd previously stopped. 


The possible consequences of our irresponsible rapture were pushed back into the recesses of our minds as 
our will finally wavered and the electrifying build up of impending orgasm seized our bodies and shook us from 


within. With the headboard smacking against the bedroom wall, my eyes flew upon with the force of the 


orgasm slamming through me and saw Rafe's eyes expressing heavenly delirium as he climbed upwards with 
me. He murmured the jewel of a declaration of his love before the world crashed around us and | cried out 


with him, our voices weaving together in the sex-heavy air of the room as we unravelled as one. 


Rafe collapsed forward on top of me, our bodies piecing together comfortably despite the mess we'd made. The 
weight of his body, though altogether comforting, was all but crushing out what little oxygen was left in my 
lungs and when | made a choked attempt to breathe, Rafe slowly drew out of me and moved to lie next to me. 
His hand rested on the flat plane of my stomach as | winced at the strange dampness where we had 


previously been joined, and we lay in sleepy silence. 
It was Rafe who broke it. 
"Dan, l'm really sorry abo-" he started before | cut him off by sealing my lips over his. 


"IFs okay; it'll be fine, really. We'll just have to be more careful next time, hmm?" | murmured, not wanting to 


think about all the dangers that we may well have just flung ourselves into. 

"But | should ha-" 

"Shut up, Rafe, and just kiss me." 

The rest of the night ambled by in a languorous third time and limb-entangled sleep. It was altogether too hot 
and too sweaty, but it felt so much more than right that my bed was once again occupied by a pair rather 
than a lone one. Even with Rafe's quiet snuffles and snores being uttered into the pillow and with me 
inadvertently hogging the covers, it was perfect. It was exactly how things were meant to be. 

| awoke to the sensation of Rafe's lips moving across my bare chest, his hand resting on the curve of my hip- 
bone as he lavished me with kisses. A smile curled across my lips as my eyes slowly opened, the kisses 
stopping for me to see Rafe's face beaming back at me. As usual his hair was a tangled ebony mess but his 


eyes were bright as ever, glistening with the love and care that I'd missed seeing in the few difficult weeks 


that had passed. 
"Mmm, good morning love," | smiled, reaching up a hand to pull his mouth down to meet mine. 
Screw morning-breath; | needed to kiss him. 


Rafe drew back chuckling, grinning a "Morning Dan," to me before muttering something about morning breath 


and how disgusting we are. 


"Yeah, we really do both need a good, hot shower," | contemplated, not feeling that the need was more 


important than Rafe and | lying in bed together, savouring the break of a new day. 


"We do, babe. So come on, get up and I'll scrub your back for you," Rafe winked, unceremoniously tugging me 


out of bed and into the shower with me. 


After a quick round in the shower and a languorous breakfast at the kitchen table, | wandered back into the 
bedroom to call Jake. It was just coming up to eleven o'clock and | figured that it would be a decent time to 
call Jake and let him know that we'd be on our way. Dialling Jake's number, | smiled as Rafe began rifling 
through my drawers to see if | had a shirt that would fit him. Waiting for a few minutes, the phone went to 
the answering machine and, figuring that Jake was probably in the shower, | left a message and hung up. A 
few minutes later and Rafe and | were out of the door and in a cab on the way to Jake's. 


The traffic was surprisingly clear and we ended up at Jake's sooner than expected. Catching an old lady exiting 
the building, we slipped inside with our hands entwined and made our way up to Jake's flat. Breaking away from 
a kiss as the elevator drew up to Jake's floor, we stepped out with hands still joined to amble down the 
corridor and to Jake's apartment. 


Rafe stopped suddenly, shocking me as we both were faced by the sight of Jake, hands buried deep in soft 
hair as he and Peter shared a surprisingly tender kiss in the doorway. As Rafe and | stood rooted to the spot 
and all but gaping, Peter suddenly leapt away, seeming to have realised that they had an audience. 


"You- you and.. You slept with..2" | stammered, looking to Jake for an explanation as both he and Peter turned 


beetroot. 


Rafe just looked amused. 


Chapter Fifty Six 


Author's Notes: 
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Waking up with Dan in my arms was a feeling I'd more than sorely missed in the turmoil of the past few 
weeks. He had always looked so peaceful in sleep, curled into himself and tucked against my body like always. As 
| let my hand run down the smooth bare curve of his side, my mind couldn't help but flit back to the 
potentially dangerous slip-up I'd made last night. The thought of the potential circumstances chilled me to the 
bone but | had to be confident that Dan had been as responsible and celibate as | had been in our few weeks 
apart. Even before Dan, I'd only ever slept with one person without a condom and that had been years ago, 
with the girl | lost my virginity to at the age of fifteen. -And that had only been due to a lack of forethought 


and supplies. 


But | wasn't going to let something like that hang over my mind when my soul-mate and lover was curled 


against my side and with a blissfully serene look resting upon his fine features. 


The morning rolled by with wandering hands, quick love-making and lazy kisses until we found ourselves at 
Jake's flat so that he and Dan could discuss a few songs and such. | hadn't expected our cocoon of bliss to be 


interrupted so soon 


| stopped abruptly upon being confronted by the image of Jake and Pete kissing in the doorway of Jake's flat 
with a tenderness that was most surprising. | was fixed to the spot, unable to speak as Dan's eyes widened 
almost comically and his jaw dropped. An entire minute passed before Pete noticed us, leaping away from Jake 


as though stung. 

"You- you and.. You slept with..2" Dan stammered as he glanced between our two stunned friends who had 
slowly turned a flushing shade of red as they both attempted to avoid looking at each other and most 
importantly, looking at Dan, 

It was pretty funny, you had to admit, though | seemed to have been the only one to pick up on the hint of 
comedy in the situation whilst Dan grappled with the fact that his ex had spent the night with his, well, other 
ex. 


| chuckled aloud at that thought and found Dan's emerald stare turning steely on me. 


"What's so funny!?" he hissed, looking and sounding a balanced mix between perplexed and furious. Though | 
couldn't pinpoint why he'd be furious. 


"Look, Dan, let me explain," Pete finally started, taking an uncertain step towards Dan who glared at him angrily. 


"I think | know how it all works, Pete! You bloody shagged him! How the hell could you do that after 
everything?" 


| turned to Dan, alarmed, "And what's that meant to mean?" 

"May be we should take this inside?" Jake practically begged, turning to look at Dan with pleading eyes. 

With a frown still etched into his brow, Dan stalked past Jake and Pete, disappearing into Jake's flat and leaving 
the rest of us to follow him in. Dan walked straight into the kitchen and Pete followed him wordlessly, leaving 
Jake and | hovering awkwardly in the living-room. Unsure of what | was supposed to do, | turned to Jake and 
gave him what I'd hoped was an encouraging smile. 

"So, did you and Pete..2" 

Jake actually blushed, his blue gaze dropping to stare at his feet as he muttered an embarrassed, "Uh, yeah." 
"Sweet! How was it?" 

Jake glared, obviously unimpressed by my lack of tact, and | grinned a quick ‘Sorry’ before excusing myself to 
get a drink of water. | gently padded into the kitchen where Dan had his back to me and was vehemently 


hissing at a nervous-looking Pete. 


"Were you not thinking Pete? How could you make a move on him now, when he's still vulnerable!? And how on 


earth is this going to work out?" 


"There's nothing fo work out! We both got a little bit drunk after you left and Jake said he'd take me home 
but we ended up back here. | like him Dan, he's a nice guy. But we both agreed that nothing's going to happen, 


so don't worry!" 


"| don't know Pete..what if.. I'm not sure if it was the smartest thing you've ever done," Dan muttered, shaking 


his head slightly. 


It was then that Pete chose to look up and give me a forced smile as he caught sight of me hovering in the 


doorway. 
"Uh, sorry- was just going to get a drink of water and..yeah.." | trailed off. 


‘Its okay," Pete said with another half-hearted smile before turning back to look at Dan, whose eyes were still 


fixed on me. 


Tentatively | made way across the kitchen and held open my arms, smiling as Dan stepped into my embrace, 


nuzzling his face into my neck. | placed a kiss on the top of his head before turning to see Pete grinning at us 


in amusement. 
"You two are just disgusting together," he chuckled. 


"Hey! | take offence in that!" | exclaimed indignantly, to which Dan peered up at me before smacking me in the 


stomach. 
Releasing my hold on him | frowned down at Dan, who looked back up at me, awaiting a response. We stared at 
each other for a few minutes, Dan challenging me to react against him but | just sighed, rolling my eyes 


before pecking him on the cheek and moving to the refrigerator to pour myself a glass of water. 


Dan immediately rounded back on Pete, his face changing back into ‘serious mode' as he regarded his friend 


with a stern look 

"But Pete. just make sure Jake understands, okay? | just couldn't.. Don't hurt him." 

"The fuck, Dan! Why the hell would | hurt him?" Pete exclaimed, suddenly flaring up in anger, "Neither of us 
were expecting anything out of this! | don't want a relationship now and neither does Jake. He isn't exactly over 


what happened with you guys!" 


Dan stiffened visibly, looking at Pete with hurt eyes as he whispered, “That's a different matter and you know 
it" 


"Is it really though, Dan?" 
"OF course it is!" Dan exclaimed as | jumped in to intervene. 


"Hey, guys, come on.. Let's not make a big deal out of this unnecessarily, yeah?" | said firmly, placing a hand on 
Dan's waist in the hope of calming him. 


| felt him tense at my touch before sighing and relaxing into me, melting against my side gratefully whilst | 


gave Pete a firm stare. 
"Pete..you have my keys, right? Look, just go back and I'll be over in a while. I'm just gonna take Dan home." 


Thankfully neither Pete nor Dan objected and | managed to usher Dan out into the living-room where Jake was 
sat in an arm-chair looking mildly uncomfortable. He glanced up as he heard us exiting and was able to muster 


up a small smile. 


"Hey, Jake..we're really sorry but uh, we'll give you a call later. We're just going to head back now," | smiled, 
keeping my arm latched onto Dan's elbow as | literally steered him out of Jake's flat and into the elevator 


where he rounded on me instantly. 


"The hell, Rafel?" he exclaimed, looking up at me with fire in his emerald eyes. 


"Babe, just breathe, hmm?" | said mildly, slinging an arm over his shoulders as we walked out of the building 
together. 


Once we were out on the street, | let my arm drop from Dan's shoulders and we walked side by side at an idle 
pace, Dan's eyes still bearing an anger and frustration that confused me. He didn't say anything as we walked 
and the minutes ticked by. It didn't seem as though he was going to say anything and so with a sigh | broke 


the silence. 


"Dan..why are you so fired up about this?" | asked, glancing at him as | spoke with the hope that he would look 


at me. 
He didn't. 
‘lm not jealous, if thats what you're thinking!" Dan huffed, refusing to look at me as we walked on 


"Then what is it babe?" | sighed quietly, taking a chance and reaching out to brush my fingers over his hand in 
a pleading gesture. 


Dan frowned, finally glancing at me before muttering, "I'm feeling guilty, okay?" 


| stopped and studied his face carefully before sighing and giving him a quick hug, feeling him breathe as he 
melted into my embrace and clung onto me tightly with his arms around my waist. | reluctantly stepped out of 
his arms, glancing down at him to frown a little as he looked up at me with troubled green eyes that gnawed 


insistently at my heart. 


"Dan," | sighed, watching as his green eyes flickered in trepidation, "Let's just.let's just get you home first, 
okay?" 


The cab ride that followed was awkwardly quiet by our standards. | gave the driver the address to Dan's flat 
and we rode there in stagnant silence, both Dan and | sat rigidly beside each other and not even touching. It 
was only when we pulled up in front of the building and had stepped out onto the pavement that Dan reached 
out to take my hand as we made our way into the apartment. 


"Am | overreacting about this?" Dan asked as soon as we stepped back into his pristine flat. 


"Well..kinda. | think you are- | just don't see what's so wrong with any of this," | shrugged, watching Dan's brow 


as it creased into a frown. 


"Rafe, Jake's still.he and | only just ended officially. | know Jake and | know he needs time to..adjust. | don't think 
Pete really thought about all that," Dan sighed, voice tinged with exasperation 


"| know that, Dan, but | mean..if he and Pete hooked up then at least he's not dwelling on things. He's getting up 
and trying to move on," | argued but Dan just shook his head and smiled at me sadly. 


"You don't get it Rafe.. That just isn't how Jake deals with things. Trust me on this one." 

| sighed, frowning and looking down into Dan's face as he gazed up at me expectantly. | still wasn't entirely sure 
how he could be so upset about this whole incident with Jake and Pete- of course, Dan knew both of them far 
better than | which | suppose didn't leave me in the best position to pass judgement on things right then. 
Either way, | was still sure that Dan had overreacted and that this whole thing wasn't such a big deal. 

After all, they'd fucked. It wasn't as though they'd exchanged declarations of undying love. 


"Are you going home then?" 


| was jerked out of my thoughts by Dan's voice and gave him a quick smile before | leant down to place a quick 
kiss on his lips. 


"Later. | can go back later to pick up some things and swing back here. -That is, if that's okay with you?" 


Dan's face broke into a smile and he twined his arms around my waist as he spoke into my t-shirt covered 
chest, his voice muffled but beautiful all in all. 


"Of course it's okay with me. | don't want to have to wake up without you ever again," he whispered, making 


my heart clench and soar in my chest. 


| chuckled and stepped back to give him a broad smile. There was no need for words in that moment, when a 


smile could say everything. 
"So, you want lunch?" Dan grinned, "ld offer to let you cook but well..we all know how that goes." 


"That's so not fair! | could be a good cook!" | insisted, trying not to look offended when Dan burst out into peals 
of laughter. 


"Y'know. just don't believe that..not in the slightest." he managed to get out between giggles. 
"Well.:teach me then!" 

Dan stopped, giving me an odd look before he asked, "Really?" 

"-| guess.. | mean, why not?" 


Perhaps it wasn't the best of my ideas, or at least that was what | deduced when | found myself clad in an 
apron and leaning over the stove, stirring a pot of pasta with Dan flapping beside me squawking over how it 


was no longer al dente and that I'd ruined it. It was pasta. Even | couldn't ruin pasta, that much | was sure of. 


"It doesn't taste like when you make it," | frowned, peering down at my plate of pasta which stared back at 


me forlornly. 
"That's because it's wrong. | told you the pasta was too soggy," Dan sighed with a dramatic roll of his eyes. 


| shot him a sour glance before defiantly twirling a fair-sized helping of spaghetti around my fork and guiding 
it into my mouth to chew on it, staring back at Dan stubbornly as he patiently waited for me to admit that | 


was wrong. 
It didn't happen. 


With a melodramatic sigh, Dan rose from his seat and placed his dish into the sink with little flourish before 
he turned and began rummaging in his fridge for something else hopefully more edible than the sloppy pasta 
concoction that | had created. 


| finished a few minutes later, with a grimace and a groan as Dan munched happily on some carrot sticks. Yes, 


carrot sticks. 


As | deposited my plate in the sink, | placed hand on Dan's waist, smiling as he turned to look at me with a grin 
gracing the fine features of his face. 


"I should go back to my place... Its Pete's last day and well.. We should do something," | shrugged, watching as 
Dan frowned slightly. 


"It is his last day, isn't it? God, | can't believe | forgot.." he muttered, "I've barely seen him." 
"We can do something tonight, just the three of us if you like? Just grab a quick drink or something?" 


"Yeah... Yeah, that would be good. We'll do that," Dan nodded, the frown slowly smoothening out from his 


forehead as he moved closer and tilted his head up to me, requesting a kiss. 


| brushed my lips over his lightly and he pouted, reaching a hand up to pull my head closer to his and 
deepening our kiss. | drew back quickly and smiled at him warmly, watching my expression mirrored back to me 


in his eyes. 


"IIl call you later, baby," | grinned, giving his shoulder a gentle squeeze before letting myself out of the flat 
and out of the building. 


The flat was eerily quiet when | returned and | paused in the doorway, slowly creaking the door shut as | 


peered around me, looking for some sign of life. With a frown | dumped my jacket over the back of a chair and 


took a few steps further into the flat. 


"Pete?" | called, wondering if there was any reason to be worried. 

With a pregnant pause | took another step forward and jumped at the sound of a door opening. 
"Hey Rafe," Pete grinned and | frowned, rolling my eyes at him. 

"Fuck, man! | thought something had happened!" 


"Sorry- | was in the shower!" he protested, chuckling a little nervously as he walked past me and out into the 


kitchen. 

"We should probably talk, Pete," | said simply as | followed him out into the kitchen 

"No, no we don't have to, Rafe. Jake and lit just happened and we both know it was stupid. But y'know, | think 
we both needed it. So it's fine; neither of us are expecting anything more from this. Jake knows it was just one 


night, and so do |. Dan doesn't need to worry, | swear." 


Slightly stunned, | turned to gape at Pete for a second before opening my mouth to speak and finding myself 
cut off by Jake's light British lilt. 


"| know what Dan can be like” 

There could be no arguing with that, really. 

"He's still in love with Dan, you do know that right?" 

| clearly must have looked surprised, for Pete laughed a little bitterly and shook his head. But of course | 
knew- | had to have known. After all, there was no way that | could really have believed that Jake had gotten 


over Dan so quickly. Not after knowing how much Jake loved Dan and how long they'd been together. 


| did not respond to Pete's comment, merely nodding silently before | let my dark eyes flicker up to look at his 


face. 


"We'll all meet up tonight, to give you a proper send-off, yeah? We can't have you getting on that plane 


tomorrow morning not hung-over!" 
Pete laughed and offered me a beer from the fridge, "Gee, thanks mate!" 


It was hard to believe that Pete's time with us had really drawn to an end; it felt as though he'd barely been 
here a day and already he was getting ready to leave again. In the end, the whole band got together again, just 
chilling like we had done the night before. Dan had calmed down a surprising amount by the time the evening 


rolled by and when | saw him, smiling softly to himself as he stood waiting outside for me to arrive, | knew 


that this was worth every moment apart that we'd had to endure. 
"Rafe..can | talk to you?" 


| turned to see Pete's eyes gazing straight at mine hopefully before he nervously glanced over his shoulder. | 
followed his gaze and my eyes came to rest on Jake as he hovered behind Peter. 


"What is it?" | asked, moving away from the group to talk to Pete. 


"l. Jake and |, we're sorta gonna..go.." he trailed, eyes watching my expression with a hawk-eyed gaze as tried 


To gauge my reaction 
"Sure- d'you need the key to my place again, in case?" 


Pete's eyes widened in surprise at their own accord but he quickly covered it up with a smile as he replied, 


"Yeah, sure.. That'd be good, thanks mate. Is it okay if we head off early though?" 


| glanced over my shoulder at the rest of the band, who were already far beyond the state of inebriation and 
well into being just smashed, before turning back to chuckle as | grinned at Pete, "It's fine. They won't 


remember when you left anyway. Dan and | will see you off at the airport in the morning.” 

Pete laughed and Jake gave me a grateful nod before the two of them retreated out of the club and | 
returned to the table to Dan's questioning eyes and a very drunk Matt. Cindy was leaning against his shoulder 
asleep and Sam was making eyes at a tiny brunette across the room. It seemed as though all was normal once 
again. Well, as much as it could be. 

"Where..?" Dan asked finally as he stared into me with emerald eyes. 

‘Its okay," | said simply, giving his hand a squeeze underneath the table. 

| woke up the next morning with Dan in my arms, his head a welcome weight on my chest as | blearily gazed 
around the room in an attempt to locate the alarm clock and put an end to the seemingly ceaseless chiming 
that reverberated around the room. 


"Eurrgghhh, switch it of ffff..!" | groaned as | blinked my eyes against the too-bright light of morning. 


‘Mmm, ‘kay..gimme a sec to just wake up.." Dan yawned sleepily, apparently unperturbed by the demonic trill of 


the alarm. 


"Gah, fine!" | muttered, nearly shoving Dan out of bed as | stumbled across the room in search of the alarm 


clock. 


-My head whipped around when the trilling suddenly stopped and scowled upon seeing Dan giving me a pointed 


look from the bed as he placed the alarm clock back on top of the nightstand, where it always was. 
We swang by my flat to find Pete ready to go and waiting, with Jake perched awkwardly on a chair. 


"Hey... |, uh, just dropped Pete back. I'll get going now," Jake muttered hurriedly as Dan and | began walking 
through the door. 


"There's no rush, Jake, really," Dan smiled surprisingly warmly, "You should stay for a bit longer, if you want 


to." 


Jake paused, hovering in front of his seat before licking his lips and sinking back down into the chair and giving 
Dan a small smile. 


“Sure. Thanks." 

"We'll go in a few minutes," | added, giving Jake a quick smile before | wandered into my kitchen to fix myself 
some coffee and to give Dan, Jake and Pete a few minutes alone together. | drank my coffee at a comfortable 
rate, finally draining it completely and setting it down in the sink to deal with later. 


"Right, let's hit the road kids!" | grinned as Dan glanced at me over his shoulder and gave me a brilliant smile. 


Jake didn't come with us to the airport and merely gave Pete a tight hug as we loaded into the cab, watching 
as we drove away from the building. 


Chapter Fifty Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Next chapter is the last chapter (finally!). Hopefully I\'ll have it up before | leave. 


Rafe 


The drive to the airport seemed shorter than usual, with only a few exchanged sentences of polite small talk 
being exchanged in an awkward, almost routine way, and we piled out of the taxi in a silence that was almost 
grim. Of course, it wasn't meant to be. | think that none of us really knew what to say at that point. Peter 
shot me a small smile as | helped him to load his luggage onto the trolley and we moved inside the building, Dan 
and | hanging back as we waited for Peter to check in Glancing away as Peter's lanky figure approached the 
check-in desk, | turned my attentions to the slender brunette beside me. With a slight frown | curled my hand 
into a fist, trying to resist the itching in my fingers to reach out and touch him, to fold his hand into mine or 


pull him closer, tucking him into my side and marveling once more at how perfectly we fit together. 


My gaze apparently lingered for too long as Dan's head suddenly snapped around to look at me, verdant eyes 


laughing at me silently as he smirked at my startled expression 

"What?" | asked defensively, folding my arms over my chest and attempting to scowl at him, failing miserably 
as the corner of my mouth twitched, threatening to lapse into the easy grin that came so naturally when we 
were around each other. 

"Oh, nothing," he replied airily, "Just trying not to laugh, y'know. You're not exactly subtle, dear." 

"I am tool" | hissed, eyes widening as | protested at the chuckle that spilled from his lips. 


"Sure, of course you are, Rafe. So subtle!" 


Before | had a chance to defend myself once more, Pete had reappeared at our side with a characteristic grin 


gracing his delicate features. 


"You two alright?" Peter chuckled, glancing between Dan and |, the former of whom was smiling far too 


innocently to be believable. 


"We're good," | muttered, ignoring the low snicker that came from Dan and turning my attentions to Pete. "So, 


when do you need to go through?" 


| should probably start making my way through now, really- | don't want to rush," he shrugged and | nodded 
in understanding. 


"Okay man.. Well, thanks, y'know? It's been great having you out here," | nodded, wanting to keep the 
sentimentalities at a minimum. Honestly, | could fill a book with the things | ought to have thanked Pete for but 
| just wasn't one for huge displays of soppiness and such in public. Well, not really. 

"It wasn't a problem at all, mate. I'm glad | came over- couldn't have you two lovebirds acting like prats 
permanently, could |?" he laughed, rolling his eyes as | gave him a friendly pat on the back, pulling me into a 
one-armed hug and slapping me jovially on the back. 

"Yeah, | suppose not," | grinned sheepishly, at which | heard Dan chuckle. 

| gave Dan a moment alone with Pete, stepping aside with a polite nod and ambling over to the side, out of 
earshot to allow them some privacy. | watched silently as Dan and Pete spoke, a serious look on both of their 
faces whilst Pete nodded solemnly in response to what Dan was saying. | had to wonder what was being said as 
the two had their exchange, feeling worried until | saw a Pete break into a grin and take a step towards Dan, 
arms opening to fold him into a friendly hug. 

Dan turned towards me and gave me a smile of his own, urging me to return to them. 

"So..l guess this is it then?" Peter said when | reached them and Dan nodded. 

"| guess so. Keep in touch, alright?" 

"Yeah, don't be a stranger," | chuckled, giving Peter a playful nudge which he returned. 


"Of course | won't. I'll need to stay in touch if | want a wedding invitation, after all.." he joked. 


"Oookay, it's definitely time for you to go now," Dan cut in, rolling his eyes exaggeratedly and shooing Peter off 
in the direction of the boarding gate. 


Fine, be that way! I'll drop you an e-mail or something," Pete grinned as | gave him a quick wave whilst Dan 


continued to humorously usher him to his gate. 


We watched as Peter disappeared into the retreating crowd, stopping to give us one last smile and wave before 


the sea of people carried him away in its tide, leaving Dan and | alone once more. 
"So..home?" Dan suggested, smiling as always with his green eyes. 
"Where else?" | chuckled, slowly beginning to walk with Dan by my side. 


"I love how we can say that. ‘Home’; it's nice," he said quietly, eyes darting upwards to glance at me before he 


dropped his gaze back to the floor. 


"Yeah... Yeah, it is nice," | agreed, taking a risk and gently brushing my hand against Dan's in a small but 
desperate attempt to show him how | felt. 


Thankfully he seemed to understand, flashing me a quick smile before leaping forward to flag down an 


approaching cab. 


"How did everything suddenly get so calm again?" Dan mused aloud when we stepped through the door of his 
flat. | wasn't sure if | could call it ‘ours’ yet. 


"Well, after everything with us..and | guess your initial shock about Jake and Pete, we need a break, hmmm?" 


"Oh yeah," he purred, locking the door to the flat before turning around, moving closer as he laced his arms 


around my neck 

| raised an eyebrow at him as his eyes widened, looking up at me for a few moments before rolling his eyes 
and moving up for a kiss. | couldn't help but smirk against his lips, which Dan responded by pulling us flush 
against each other and twining his arms around my neck. | tried not to groan as Dan teasingly ground his hips 
into mine, biting on my bottom lip and tugging gently until | let my fingers tangle into his hair and moved his 
head closer. 

"Don't you miss this?" he whispered breathily when we finally came up for a quick snatch of air. 


"Um, didn't ‘this' happen yesterday too?" | asked, frowning before Dan smacked me in the arm. 


"Stop being such a bloody smart-arse or you're not getting any," Dan warned, fixing me with a serious glare 
that left no room for argument. 


| raised my hands a little in surrender and he laughed, taking another step forward before reaching up to 
lightly peck me on the lips before slipping his hand in mine and steering us towards the bedroom. 


| looked up to see Dan grinning at me as he slipped his t-shirt off over his head, tossing it aside before he 
crawled onto the bed. With my hands at the hem of my shirt, | paused in my motions as my eyes moved over 


Dan's now shirtless figure appreciatively. It was all so natural, so right, and so what | needed. 


"Do you need directions, or do you think you can get here on your own?" Dan's voice asked, slicing through my 


thoughts as he looked up at me expectantly. 
"And now who's being a smart-arse?" | chuckled, imitating his accent and earning an indignant huff in response. 
"Rafe, shut the hell up already and get here before | decide to take care of things by myself!" 


That was pretty much enough to shut me up, and | hurriedly scrabbled up onto the bed, aligning my body with 


Dan's as we began to kiss heatedly once more. | felt his hands sliding underneath the shirt | was still wearing, 


nails grating against my skin in a way that drove me absolutely crazy. Within minutes | was writhing almost 
shamelessly as Dan finally peeled me out of my shirt and started working on my zipper, much to my agonised 
delight. | loved the rare incidents when he took control. 


"I love you," | mumbled against his lips. 


"I know. | love you too," he whispered, nipping at my lip once more before he pulled away to strip off the rest 
of his clothes and locate the necessary supplies. 


He held the foil packet of the condom in his open palm, looking up at me questioningly before deciding for 
himself and tearing it open, shuffling until he was closer. Glancing up at me quickly, he began to carefully roll 
the latex down over my erection, a wicked grin plastered to his lips as he purposefully brushes against me and 
forcing a hiss through my teeth. 


"Tease." 


"Like you never knew that," he chuckled as he curled his fingers around my length and gave me one firm pump 


with his fist, grinning as | shuddered helplessly. 


"Dan, please-" | started, my blood all but freezing in my veins when the shrill ringing of the telephone 


shattered the heated air of the room. 

Dan released me from his grip, ignoring my exasperated groan as he sighed and moved to pick up the phone. 
"Hello?" he said into the phone, his voice sounding a little breathless which at least made me chuckle. 

Dan just rolled his eyes at me, clearing his throat and trying again 

"Hello? Oh, hey Jake...” 


My eyes widened, somehow the thought of being interrupted by Jake making me feel just a little bit guilty, for 


a reason | just couldn't put my finger on exactly. 
"Yeah, sure..sure..that sounds great. We'll see you later then. Bye.." 
He hands up the phone, placing it back in its cradle before shuffling closer to me on the bed. 


"What was up with Jake?" | asked, slinging an arm around Dan's shoulders and letting him rest his head on my 
bare chest. 


"He asked if we wanted to meet up for a drink or something later tonight. | said we'd go." 


"Sure, that'll be good," | replied, attempting to nod. 


We lay there in silence for a while, Dan's head resting comfortably on my chest as | yawned lazily, tracing 


circles with the tips of my fingers on his back in an idle motion that | hoped was soothing. 

"Well?" 

| started at the sound of Dan's voice, shifting a little so that | could peer down at him. 

"What?" 

"You seriously don't think we were done, do you?" he grinned impishly and | laughed, grabbing him and hoisting 


him up to seal our lips together once more. 


| was the first to spot Jake, spying a familiar cloud of pale blond hair sitting alone at a quiet corner of the bar 
and staring thoughtfully into what appeared to be a pint of beer. | tapped Dan on the arm discreetly and 
motioned over to our pensive friend. Dan sighed and shook his head a little, shooting me a small smile over his 


shoulder as he began to work his way through the crowd. 


"Hey Jake," Dan smiled warmly, giving Jake's shoulder a quick squeeze as he perched himself on the stool next 


to him. 

"Hi Dan. Hi Rafe," Jake nodded, looking up at me and giving me a smile that seemed semi-forced. 

| greeted him and waved the bartender over to get drinks for Dan and myself, from the look on Jake's face, | 
could tell that we were going to need them, and fast. Not that | wanted to sound insensitive, but right then | 
just didn't know if l'd know what to say to him. | was happy, finally happy, and that seemed to mostly be what 
had clouded my forethought. That and not matters concerning Jake and Peter's few nights of fun 


Which was what | assumed was the cause for Jake's downcast expression. 


"Are you still mad at me?" Jake blurted out almost immediately as the bartender left, turning his worried blue 


eyes To gaze hopefully at Dan, who bore an expression of confusion on his fine features. 
"Mad at you? When was | mad at you?" Dan asked quizzically, turning to glance at me for help. 
-| just shrugged and Dan rolled his eyes in exasperation before quickly turning back to a still anxious Jake. 


"Jake, when would | have been mad at you?" Dan repeated slowly, watching as Jake lowered his gaze back 


towards the bottom of his glass, a frown still gracing his features. 


He didn't even turn to acknowledge Dan when he reached a hand out and gently clasped his shoulder in a motion 


of reassurance. Jake merely kept staring down into his glass, his gaze so focused on the bottom of the vessel 


that | couldn't help but be surprised that there was no hole in sight. 
"Well, | thought that when Pete and l-" he started, before Dan cut him off sharply. 


"No, Jake, | wasn't mad at you at all. It was Pete..l just didn't think that- well..it doesn't matter now. We're okay 
now," Dan nodded in a wholly confident manner that was only proved otherwise by the quiet flicker | caught in 


his emerald green eyes. 
"Yeah man- we're fine if you're fine. Are you alright?" | asked suddenly. 


There was a pause before, slowly, Jake turned and lifted his gaze upwards to meet my eyes and give me a 


smile that was clearly semi-forced, but a smile nonetheless. 
"l'Il be okay," he replied carefully, "I guess this just takes some getting used to." 


Ah. ‘This’. ‘This’ being the fact that Dan had cheated on him with me and that he had to find that out upon 
finding us returning from an altogether blissful fortnight in London together. Yes, that ‘this’. 


| wished it would go away. | know it wouldn't and | knew that whatever awkwardness there was between us all 
at the moment was partially my fault, but | wished it would all just go away. | knew that Jake was feeling bad. | 
knew that Dan felt guilty. Sure, | felt guilty too but most of all, | just wanted to enjoy what | had now that | 
finally had it. It wasn't as though Dan was going to go away at any time soon- most of me felt very certain 
about the fact that he would stay- but | just wished that we didn't have to be caught up in this scenario with 
Jake when we could have been relishing the real beginning of our relationship. | knew that made me sound 


selfish, but | couldn't help what | thought. 


After all, | had Dan, who seemed more than focused on Jake. Though | couldn't help but wish that he was 
thinking about us more, | suppose it wouldn't entirely work if both of us were selfish bastards. 


It was then that Dan's hand made its way to my knee. | jumped a little, startled by the unexpected contact and 
the welcome, barely-there presence of his hand. | turned to smile at him, perhaps a little less discreetly than | 
thought | did, if Jake's words that followed were anything to go by. 


"So you two are okay?" 


My heart skips a beat and my chest tightens in what has to be my body's reaction of guilt as | let my eyes 


flicker nervously over to Jake. Dan's hand gently squeezed my knee-cap before he answered for us both. 


"Yes, yes they are.. Thank you for being so amazing about this, Jake. We- we probably don't deserve it, but 
well.thank you." 


Spot on, Dan. No, we don't deserve it at all. But somehow, we have it. 


"| guess | didn't really have much choice," Jake shrugged, curling his hand around his glass and lifting it to his 
lips to take a sip, "But I'm glad | found out. It's better than living in a lie. It's hard, but | am happy for you two, 
you know that, right?" 


Yeah, that tightness had to be quilt.. 


"Thanks, Jake," | managed to get out with a grin, smiling more when Jake's eyes met mine, "Can | get you 


another drink?" 


It was a pathetic move when | should have had the words to express whatever it was that | was feeling, but 
it seemed to do the trick for Jake smiled and nodded, so | waved to the bartender and thus our night really 
began. 


With a steady flow of alcohol being pumped through my body, it grew increasingly difficult to keep my hands 
off Dan. It was difficult enough when sober but with my mind reduced to a blurry, barely-functioning puddle in 
my head, that level of difficulty was raised up a notch or two. 


"Rafe! Bugger of fl" Dan hissed, desperately trying to look annoyed but failing when a grin tugged at his lips 


unconsciously. 
"What?" | grinned, sliding my hand a fraction of an inch further up his thigh. 


| probably should have thought more about how this was for Jake, but he seemed fairly bemused, chuckling 
between swigs of his beer and fumbling with a cigarette. Really, | hadn't seen Jake smoke very often but 
apparently he did on occasion, or so he'd mumbled to me in a mild slur when I'd expressed my surprise. Its 
funny how, after years of being around each other, you don't always get to know the little things about people. 
I'd only fairly recently, considering the time that we'd been in a band together, discovered Dan's knack for 
cooking and unchallenged tidiness. I'd never known how he curled up in his sleep, snuggling into the warmest 
object close by as he dozed in silence. I'd never realised just how much the morning sunlight highlighted the 


rich chestnut sheen in his hair. I'd never noticed how many different smiles he had. 


Really, it's pretty amazing how much you can discover about one person in such a seemingly short amount of 


time. 
"You two are so going to get caught," Jake said simply, shaking his head and taking a drag from his cigarette. 


"We so aren't going to get caught because we aren't going to do anything," Dan muttered, rolling his eyes and 


giving me a pointed look before muffling a squeal and smacking my hand away from his crotch. 


| laughed and sighed, lifting both hands up and placing them on the counter-top in surrender, to which Dan 


gave a satisfied nod. 


"We are going to be okay," Jake mused, nodding and giving Dan a small smile which was happily returned. 


| had to give Jake enormous props for the way he tolerated us. It was clear in every ounce of hidden pain that 
was evident in his eyes when he looked at Dan that he was still very much in love with my boyfriend (my 
boyfriend- something it was going to take me a lot of time to get used to) but once we'd cleared the air, that 
didn't get in the way. | honestly didn't know how he did it; if | were in his position, | probably wouldn't have 
been able to even look at Dan, let alone at me, the one who had effectively replaced him in Dan's heart. | would 
always have to admire Jake for his calm standing, especially when | was trying to all but fuck Dan right there 


in front of him, in my inebriated and thus careless state. 


A few hours and far too many drinks later, the three of us were slowly tottering out of the bar on shaky 
legs but far happier than we had been upon entering. Jake was actually smiling and joking, and if you took out 
the fact that | was subtly trying to grope Dan's rear, then it was almost like old times again, back before 
things were complicated and love-triangles were part of every day life. 


"You're so fucking hot," | purred into Dan's ear, chuckling and otherwise ignoring the over-exaggerated gagging 
noises that Jake was making behind us as we sauntered through the darkened side-alley shortcut we always 


took. 


"Oh, shut up- | know you just want in my pants," Dan laughed, batting me away and running back to Jake for 


protection 


"Hey, that's not fair!" | insisted, making my way back to Dan's side again, "I don't want in your pants..| just want 


you out of them" 
"Fucker!" 
"Fuckeel" 


‘Seriously, guys, shut the hell up," Jake chuckled good-naturedly, rolling his eyes and playfully nudging Dan in 
the side. 


Dan stumbled a few steps to his left, right into me where | took the opportunity to lace my arms around his 
waist and pulled him to me. 


"Rafe..c'mon.. You know we can't here," Dan whispered lowly, his eyes suddenly seeming brighter and clearer 


than ever. 
"| don't fucking care. I've been dying, not touching you all night. | just need you now, just one litle kiss..." 
Our faces were so close that | could feel his breath against my lips, a few tantalising millimetres away. All | 


needed to do was move forward just a fraction and I'd be tasting him again, that sweet, addictive taste I'd 


grown to crave since first being granted a taste. 


"Rafe..." 


“Shut up, Dan," | muttered, letting those last few millimetres disappear as my mouth descended on his and our 


tongues clashed to the blinding white light of what could only be the flash of a camera. 


Chapter Fifty Eight 


Author's Notes: 
„And it\'s finally over! Whoo-hoo.. Anyway, the italicised sections are flashbacks and regular text is the 


\'present\. Thanks to everyone who has been reading this; it means a lot to me. 


Rafe 


The lights cast dark shadows across the stage, falling in thick stripes that washed over the band currently 
playing. The stage seemed so big with just them on it, glaring pockets of empty space dotted over the 
hardwood of the raised stage platform. They seemed too far apart from each other, not yet entirely 
comfortable in their skin, not entirely sure what was expected of them. But still they played anyway, weaving 
between each other in a semi-rehearsed manner that they'd clearly tried to make look wholly natural. l'd seen 
these moves before- we'd used all these moves before- but they were the clear indication of a band new to 


the scere, fresh and just about to carve their own path. 


My eyes were currently locked on the too-larky guitarist who strolled into my line of sight, sweeping my eyes 
upwards from his twiggy denim-encased legs to his gaunt face and short, dark hair. In that quick, clandestine 
glance | was shot back to years ago, to a rather different guitarist and a rather different band. At first 
glance, there wasn't much of Dan in him, but as you watched him amble across the stage in his torn, skinny 
jeans, fingers racing across the strings almost over-enthusiastically, suddenly Dan appeared in front of you. Or 
at least the Dan from the beginning of it all did. Things were different now; there wasn't that desperation, that 
almost nervous racing forward in the hope that the goal would be reached. We already had that. We were 


there, right where we should have been 


With the loud clash of the drums, the song spilled into the chorus and the singer sashayed into the centre of 
the stage, oozing charm and sex with every toss of his head and swing of his hips. Just noticeably camp in his 
draped scarves and the feathers in his hair, he too bore the impression of practised effortlessness as he 


wailed into the mic and tried to flirt with the crowd- and the rest of his band. They still needed a few years, 
but it would happen for them eventually. | knew it would. 


| couldn't call myself a veteran in this business yet, but | could recognise talent. They had talent. It probably 
helped that | could see a lot of us in them. Fleeting glimpses of us starting out, our first few stumbled gigs, 
the ‘big’ slots as supporting acts..! could see a lot of that. It was all there in them, unpolished and rough but 
just waiting to be shined. They didn't seem to have the ballsy confidence that we had stormed in with, though 
their singer oozed the arrogance of someone who more than knew their full worth, but you could see it there, 
brimming just beneath the surface and waiting for the moment when it could be let out. All they needed was 


the time that we'd had. 


My thoughts were interrupted by a hand clasping gently onto my shoulder. | turned to see a pair of blue eyes 


smiling softly at me, motioning back to where the others were standing. | nodded, returning the smile and 
turning to follow him back. | glanced over my shoulder once more, taking one last snapshot of the figures on- 
stage before | made my way back to sound-check, following the slender blond figure ahead of me. He glanced 


over his shoulder to chuckle at me, shaking his head and rolling his eyes, just to make me grin 

How things had changed in a year. 

‘Right boys, | come bearing treats!" 

| laughed as Matt practically leapt to his feet and rushed over to Mindy in what could only be described as 
desperation. He wrapped his arms around her immediately, whist she squeaked indignantly and tried to hold the bag 


of baked goods away from getting crushed. 


‘Aww, Matty need Mindy to protect him from the big, scary band?" Dan teased, carefully placing his guitar into its 
stand and stretching lanquorously. 


"Fuck off, Maddox. Im just damned fed-up of the lot of you," Matt growled, a scowl etched deep into his features 
as he fished out a cookie from the bag and munched on it sullenly, 


‘Don't pay any attention to him, Dan- he's been grumpy all day," Mindy remarked, rolling her eyes a little as she 


gave Dan a small smirk. 

You had to give the woman credit; perhaps she wasn't quite as bad as everyone thought she was, so it turned out. 
Sure, she wasnt exactly the brightest crayon in the pack, but she seemed to keep Matt placated. And was 
apparently polite enough not fo correct me all the times Id called her ‘Cindy’ 

‘Cookies? You brought us cookies!?" Sam exclaimed, "What kind of a rock band do you think we are?" 


"The kind that arent quite as bad-ass as they'd like to think they are!" Mindy quipped, before removing her other 
hand from behind her back and revealing a six-pack. 


‘Right, now were talking, woman" Matt grinned, reaching out towards her only to have his hand slapped 

‘Don't you ‘woman’ me, Matt" 

" Sorry." 

At that the rest of us couldnt help but burst out laughing, trying to hold back the cries of Pussy-whpped! that 


threatened to spill forth Of course, we knew better than to taunt Matt in that way, especially not if we still 


wanted to keep our drummer. 


As | moved the mic aside | heard the sound of approaching footsteps and turned to see bright blue eyes staring 


straight into mine. 
"Beer?" 
"Thanks Jake," | grinned, accepted the can he held out towards me and popped it open 


Jake smiled a little reservedly before taking a swig from his own drink, glancing back over his shoulder to gaze at a 


bickering Matt and Sam for a moment, turning back to look at me with a grin 
"He's so pussy-whpped.." Jake laughed, "I think we need to make sure Mindy sticks around for a while." 


‘Oh, hell yeah! | lke this mellower Matt," | agreed, nodding a little and frowning slightly as a familiar scent, a 


fragrance that was ingrained firmly into my memory, watted towards me. 
‘Are my two favourite boys playing nice?" purred Dan's voice as his hand settled on my hip and squeezed gently. 
‘Of course we are," | replied, glancing over my shoulder and reaching down to place a quick kiss on his Ips. 


Dan just would not have any of that and pressed his mouth firmly against mine, parting my lps with the insistent 
pressure of his Tongue and smiling as he did so. 


Í pulled away when his hands clawed up my back, no doubt leaving crescent-shaped indents dotted neatly across 
my skin | smiled apologetically at Jake, who only gave me a small smile in return, one that didnt fully reach his 
eyes but stopped just somewhere below them, 


| breathed in the scent of fruit, lingering in the air lke the dew of a cool morning 


wun 


| heard the sound of laughter as | approached, moving behind the heavy black door and seeing the group of 
figures gathered there. Still | followed the lanky blond ahead of me, who had now joined the group and was 
smiling along with the others there. | paused for a moment, feeling the need to observe the gathering for a 
second, watching the faces that had become so familiar as they laughed and talked animatedly amongst each 
other. 


| noticed immediately when the laughter died down suddenly, and | found myself being studied by smiling eyes. 
"Are you alright, Rafe?" 
| nodded quickly, taking the last few steps | needed to take before | was standing amidst the group and nodding 


to what was being said. The faint ghosting of apples in the air caught my attention and | turned to my right to 


let my eyes roam. 


"Perve," Dan chuckled, leaning in to kiss my cheek. 


| grinned broadly and snaked an arm around his waist, gently tugging him closer to me so that | could kiss him 


back. 


‘Oh, please, mar! I'm too fucking tired for this sappy shit right now!" Matt groaned exaggeratedly, making a 
noise of protest when Mindy threatened to throw a shoe at him. 


"Ah, leave them alone, Matt... It's not too bad," Jake remarked, giving Dan and | a genuine smile that glowed 


through his blue eyes. 


Matt wasn't given a chance to retaliate, for Mike chose that point to appear, his new play-thing close at his 


side and none the more likeable than the previous ones had been 


"What is this? A ladies lunch? What the fuck happened to sound-check!?" he bellowed, turning redder than I'd 


previously thought was humanly possible. 


Dan tried to hold back his snickers as we moved away from each other, exchanging mischievous looks before 
ambling off into sound-check, the others ahead of us. We walked beside each other, listening to the mild 
chatter of people around us before | felt the faintest brush of skin against mine. | glanced downwards to see 
Dan's slender fingers reaching for mine, our fingers bumping and brushing against each other. | smiled, making 
the small move that was needed to tangle our fingers together loosely, and continued to walk, feeling all too 


aware of a pair of blue eyes intently locked on the sight of Dan's fingers and mine entwined. 


wuna 


‘s he all right?" Dan whispered, warm breath stroking the bare skin of my neck n a way that had become 


comfortably familar. 

"I suppose. | guess | don't really know.. thought you could tell all that when it comes to Jake?" 
Dan shrugged, keeping his gaze focused on the lone blond on the opposite side of the room. 

| guess things have changed” 


To say that things were going smoothly for Jake would have been the biggest lie told by mankind to date. The 
selection of boyfriends and girlfriends and the collection of shattered pseudo-relationshps that littered the past 
year were more than evidence of the shakiness and instability of that area of his personal life. | shouldnt have 
continually blamed myself, but it just couldnt be helped Every time we saw him, sitting alone or staring distantly 
at some apparently captivating spot on the wall, Dan and | both knew that it was our fault. At least partially 
There was nothing we could do, short of breaking up, that would help Jake. Though ending our own relationship would 
probably just have meant the wasteful sacrifice of Jake and Dan's. 


It didn't matter, so hed said He said he was doing okay. 


Then again, | guess we all say that we're ‘okay, that we're all fine, when it couldnt be more blatantly obvious that 


we arent 
So, | guess this means that Alex is out of the picture then?" 


Í turned fo see Sam frowning behind us, a drink in hand but with his eyes trained on our withdrawn band-mate in 
the opposite comer. The concern in Sam's eyes was clear from the focused gaze that lay fixed on Jake, never 


wavering once as he watched with us the capsule of solitude that Jake had thrown himself into for the night: 
"I guess so. He didn't really say anything to me about it- just nodded when | asked if he was okay." 


Dan trailed off, looking worried | knew the guilt he felt for landing Jake in this position With the end of every 
potential relationship that Jake attempted to embark upon, | knew that Dan felt responsible for the demise, as 
though he had actually forced the two would-be lovers apart with his own hands 


"How long did it last this time?" Sam asked, his frown deepening as he finally fore his gaze away from Jake and 
turned fo Dan and | 


‘A month," Dan said quietly, the words escaping from between his lps in a breath that was not far from a 


whisper. 


"Thats not so bad, right? Its longer than the other ones have lasted." | added in, attempting to be helpful and 
failing very obviously. 


But what else could | have said? It always felt as though it wasn't in my place to say anything | didn’t know Jake 

as well as Dan did; Id never been as close to him. | didn't have that capacity for care or concern as deep as Sam 
was capable of. All | could do was stand there, guilty and perhaps ever partially responsible for the current state 
of affairs that Jake found himself in 


And there was nothing that | could do about it 


wun 


Jake moved across the stage in long, lazy strides as he let his fingers amble across the strings of his bass, 
tossing back the strands of sweat-damp blond hair that had stuck to his skin. He glanced over his shoulder to 
give Dan a wide grin, before Dan's slender figure weaved its way towards him. As effortlessly as they had 
always done so, they arched back against each other as they played, the taut muscles of Dan's stomach 


exposed even more as his golden skin was stretched tightly over them. 


| let myself soak in the wholly delicious sight of a shirtless, sweaty Dan moving about the stage as naturally 


as if he were moving around our flat, somehow managing to avoid tripping on one of the many wires that 
snaked across the back of the stage. He knew how to manage the stage, weaving over the hardwood until he'd 


covered every inch of it and had flirted his way into the favours of just about every person in the front row. 


The scream of Dan's guitar trailed off, quietening into ghostly plucking that crept through the air in stealthy 
harmonies and merged into a haunting piece that lulled the crowd into a surprising hush. Their eyes were fixed 
on Dan and his movements, greedily soaking in the sight of him stood at the front of the stage, a waif-like 
silhouette that had captured everyone's attention 


Understandable really. After all, I'd always found it difficult to take my eyes off Dan, 


He was joined by Sam a moment later, and the two played it up to the crowd. From my position | could see 
Sam's eyes scanning the crowd for hot women and | snickered a little- at least some things hadn't changed at 
all in the past year, despite everything that had happened. Some people would have been worried about Sam's 
compulsive need to hop from girl to girl, but it seemed to work for him. He didn't seem to want to have it any 
other way, and if he was happy then that was all that mattered to us. As long as he wasn't leaving a trail of 
broken hearts behind him, then it was all right. 


The crowd responded to the stage-play as they always did- with loud cheers that roared from every member 
of the audience and reverberated through us as we played, fuelling us as ever. Everyone was on top form, as 
we had come to expect with every show. | couldn't help but grin at the screams and cries that came from the 
crowd as | snaked my way towards the front of the stage, kneeling down to sing as | stared straight into the 
hazel eyes of an enraptured fan with hot pink streaks in his hair. It had been the streaks that caught my 
attention; | hadn't realised until | was kneeling right in front of him that he was of the male persuasion. 


Not that it mattered. Not anymore, at least. 


wun 


"Fuck! Bloody, fucking bastards!" Dan exclaimed, violently hurling the newspaper at the wall before he turned to look 


at me. 


There were fears of frustration hovering in his eyes, just waiting to fall, and he literally quivered with anger. | could 
see his fists clenched tightly at his sides, his knuckles slowly turning white with the tight force of his grp. Id never 
seen Dan that angry before and it scared me somewhat. There was something in his eyes, an almost frenzied fury, 
that | had never seen in him before and it seemed so out of character. After all, Dan was the calm one, the 
rational one. Dan was together and cool and | was the fuck-up who couldn't control my emotions. That was just 


how things were meant to be and how they always had been, 
"Dan." 


He swallowed audibly and his fingers trembled as he reached a hand out towards me. | moved, just in tme to catch 
him as he fell into my arms, burying his face into my chest. He shook in my arms and | could feel the dampness 


of his tears seeping through my t-shirt, wetting my skin as | held him fo me. Hs voice was tight when he spoke, 


not showing an ounce of despair but a reined anger and frustration at this unexpected turn of events 


"hate it, Rafe. | fucking hate if," he said tensely, swallowing down a knot of tears in his throat before he slowly 


moved back to look up into my eyes, "Have we ruined it again?" 


"Babe. | dont know. | don't know whats going to happen now. But itll be okay, | know it will We always make it 
through things, dont we?" 


‘if we've ruined the band for real this time, | don't think we could make it through it" 
Í frowned, holding him close to me again as | tumed his words over in my mind 
‘But I think we would, Dan I really, really do." 


He didn't answer; there was no need for him to do so. | didn't really know what he was thinking at that moment 
but it really didnt matter. There were things we were going to have conquer together, and it didnt look as though 


we were going to have a moment to gather our wits for it was then that the phone chose to ring 


Í sighed wearily and reluctantly moved away from Dan, whose frown deepened as he slowly wandered over fo 
where the newspaper lay on the floor of the living-room. | curled my fingers around the receiver and lifted the 


phone fo my ear. 
"Hello?" 


"Why the hell didn't either of you fell me what the fuck was happening!? Do you know what its lke to wake up in 
the morning and see pictures of you two with your tongues down each other's throat plastered across the 
newspaper and then have to listen fo the label chew my ear off for an hour? Do you? They're pissed, and 
rightfully so. They've been at me for an hour about the fuck-up that you two have landed yourselves in!" Mike 
bellowed down the phone, anger evident in the growl of his raised voice. 


‘Oh, fuck off Mike! How do you think it is for us?" | snapped into the phone, unable to help feeling just a little bit 
smug upon hearing Mike's sharp intake of breath 


"Fine," he finally muttered after a momentary pause, "We'll get this sorted out." 


wun 


| knew that Dan was watching me. He always watched me as | enticed the crowd, flirting and offering them 


mere tastes of what they could never have. How could they, after all, when I'd already given away everything | 


had to offer? 


However, the kid seemed to enjoy the attention as he finally managed to wipe the look of adoration off his face 


and settled into letting the clearly lecherous thoughts that paraded through his mind glow through his eyes. 
Pushing a lock of hot pink away from his face, he grinned at me in a way that could only be described as coy. 
Playing it up a little, | winked before standing up straight and turning around to find myself face to face with 


fiery green eyes. 


It wasn't jealousy that flashed in those eyes. It was want and the euphoria of being on-stage, a dangerous 


combination but one that I'd grown used to. 


| gripped my mic and smirked at Dan as | sang, leaning against him and exposing my neck as my coal-black hair 
fell away from my face. | continued to sing as | heard the guttural noise of his guitar slicing through the 
heavy air. Much to my surprise, | felt the unmistakeable damp swipe of a tongue across my neck and | 
grinned, pushing back into Dan just a little more before moving away to saunter across to the opposite side of 
the stage. Out of the corner of my eye | saw Sam chuckling to himself and shaking his head slightly at mine 
and Dan's antics, but he continued to play giving the crowd the attention they demanded and had grown to 


expect from us. 


It still took my breath away, looking out from the stage and seeing a veritable sea of people, pushing and 
shoving forward just to try and get that little bit closer to us. Us. Two gay boys in love, a heartbroken bi, a 
commitmentphobe, and a teddy bear in grizzlies clothing. Just five musicians. It still made my head spin. | 
couldn't really remember the moment when | truly realised that we'd ‘made it’. It dawned on me slowly, as | 
watched our shows sell out, watched the crowds double in size, watched the increasing paparazzi interest and 
the strange hype that seemed to appear about us. Sometimes it didn't feel as though anything had changed, 
not when we had Mike on our backs or when Matt bitched us out in practise. But then one day I'd wake up and 
find yet another photo of Dan and | in some tacky tabloid, our attempt at a quiet weekend alone broadcasted to 
the world and our lives splashed across pages of print to be greedily consumed until it became yesterday's 


news. And it was then that I'd realise that things had changed. 


Perhaps relationships like ours weren't cut out for the heartless ravaging of the media The words could be 
cruel and the photos could be intrusive; it was difficult when your life was snatched out of your hands to be 
made into public property. Especially when there was nothing you could do about it. There had been moments 
in the past year when | was sure that things would crumble, but somehow we'd managed to stay as strong as 
we could be in the situation we found ourselves in. You couldn't really look out and plan the future when the 


present was still a guessing game, but that didn't matter to us. After all, we had now to work on together. 


wun 


Dan rolled away from me, a sleepy smile playing across his lps as he yawned and clumsily pushed his hair away 
from his sweaty forehead 


"Mmmm." he purred, stretching his limbs in an almost felne manner before slowly opening one emerald eye to look 


at me, "Hello hot-stuff" 


| laughed and reached out to pull him closer fo me, dropping a kiss onto his cheek before sweeping more of his siky 


locks away from his face. | leaned forward to kiss him once more, this time searching for his lps and meeting them 
in a sensual, languid kiss. | loved the velvety scraping of his tongue against mine, his distinctive taste flooding my 
senses and the familiar feel of his plant lps overwhelming me as | was lost to him in the few minutes that we 
stole for our moment. 

Dan sighed as we pulled apart, settling his head onto my chest comfortably and closing his eyes. He smiled 
contentedly and placed a tiny kiss on my bare chest before snuggling closer to me and beginning to doze. | just 
watched him, letting my gaze run over the soft curve of his lashes against his skin, over his sharp cheekbones and 


his smooth jaw as my fingers idly stroked the soft skin of his side. 


"l was thinking about something the other day," | murmured, not entirely sure if he was listening or not, "But | think 
lm going to try to sell my flat. Or at least rent it out." 


‘No one's going fo want fo buy that dump, sweetheart." Dan yawned, his eyes still closed, "And you've been living 
there for..well, forever." 


" know." 


‘And youre here about ninety-eight percent of the time anyway. Probably since you stil keep forgetting to pay 
your bills." 


"l know Im never there, | just think that may be it's tme that | move out properly." 
‘Hmmm. Okay, sweetheart. When do you want to bring the rest of your stuff over here?" 


Í paused, stopping the motions of my hand against his side. Dan's eyes flickered open, turning his head so that he 
could look at me, a small frown of concern creasing his brow. 


".What? Did | say something wrong?" he asked, shuffling into an upright position and regarding me somewhat 
nervously 


‘No, no. You didn’t say anything wrong, babe. It was just. | wasn’t really thinking about moving in here." 


The confused look on Dan's face only intensified and | sighed, leaning forward to place a reassuring kiss on his cheek 


befoer | continued 

‘See, | was wondering if you wanted to get a place together?" 

The expression of concern that Dan bore was instantly replaced by surprise as he squinted at me. 
".Get a place together?" 


"Yeah.. Well, that is, only if you want fo." 


"What if we break-up?" 
"Then weil sell it and get separate places of our own. People have done it before, Dan." 


"ls it foo soon?" 
"Why does there need to be a timeline that we need to follow? Im only asking because | feel that its right." 


Dan's expression softened, his lps curling into a smile once more as he nodded and moved closer to me, leaning into 


my side and murmuring quietly, "Yeah. It does." 


We drifted into silence for a few moments as Dan seemed fo contemplate my proposition, and | just sat, fretful 
inside but keeping it hidden beneath a cool exterior until finally, Dan spoke again, voice soft as down 


‘ft is right.let's do it" 


wuna 


The show ended without all the unnecessary fireworks and bedazzle that perhaps too many bands think are 
needed to ensure a spectacular finish to a gig. We ended ours with nothing more than two encore songs and 
some good old-fashioned rock and roll. The crowd was undoubtedly ecstatic and still dying for more when we 
finally had to call it a night and traipsed off the stage, sweaty and exhausted but nonetheless buzzed and 

excited as ever. We knew we'd done well and we knew that we deserved whatever good things were to come 


our way in recent times. 


With Dan leaning and breathing deeply against my neck, it didnt matter that | was sore or that my limbs felt 
like lead. Finally, things were back to going the way that they were supposed to. Success was finally within 
reach; it didn't matter that we'd had to climb through hell to get to it. After all, it seemed as though it was 
going to be worth it. 


Mike cracked open a bottle of champagne in the manner that seemed to have become a tradition of sorts, and 
as with nights before, the alcohol began to flow generously. The party would be kept short this time however, 
as | knew that in a few hours Mike would be chasing us back to our homes to rest up in preparation for the 
flight we had ahead of us. Thankfully, it only took a few hours to get to London, where we'd only be spending 
enough time for us to kick off our first ever European leg of our tour. We couldn't expect the same response 
over there and we'd be back down to more familiar turf, with regards to the size of our venues, more 
intimate in size. | knew that on the flight over, I'd once again have to listen to Dan chirruping excitedly about 
how strange it would be to be playing Brixton Academy when he still remembered the first time he ever went 
to a gig there. | could just about imagine how exciting it must have been for him, to finally be able to show 
off his success and talent in the place he had once called his home and in front of the people he had once 
called friends. He deserved that opportunity, and | was honoured that | had been given the chance to share 


that moment with him. 


We would be seeing Pete in London, or so Dan assured us. | was looking forward to seeing him again, and only 
hoped that his presence would perhaps be able to put a more permanent smile on our bassist's face. With Jake 
between partners once again, we all found ourselves worrying and were hopeful of even momentary respite for 
our friend. But we would just have to see what happened with time; after all, the future was too far away to 


be known. 


| let Dan weave his fingers into mine as he reached up to murmur into my ear. | nodded my response and 
squeezed his hand, following him through the crowd and out towards the back door. We passed Mike as we 
made our subtle escape and Dan flashed him a grin, both of us having to double-take when our money- 
grabbing manager gave us an unusually amiable nod, with his new plaything in his grasp. We stepped out into 
the street, our fingers still entwined, and slowly ambled down the darkened street in search of a cab. | could 
have felt nervous, knowing the likelihood of there being some photographer hidden in the shadows, just waiting 
for the money-shot, but | didn't need to when Dan was this happy, this confident. | could feel strong when he 
did, with his hand in mine and his eyes sparkling the way that they were. 


| would have given up my soul if | knew that it could be like this forever. At that moment in time, that tiny 
snapshot between what had been and what could be, everything was so good, and so what | needed. | knew that 
the more that | hoped for the good to stay, the chances were that it probably wouldn't. It was a thought that 
kept invading my mind, a thought that terrified me to the core, but still | couldn't help but want for the good 
to be neverending. | wanted it so badly. But of course, | knew that it probably wouldn't be. | wanted to be able 
to say that we'd stay together forever, that we wouldn't ever need anyone else but each other. But that 


would be a fairytale, and this was real life. 


Anyway, it was always better living in our reality than hidden behind our mesh of lies. 


